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CHAPTER  1 

The  Barrel  Clown 

Jinks  was  in  bed  with  a  broken  leg,  and  for 
Severn  days  he  had  been  angry  with  Betty.  He 
had  felt  worse  the  day  before,  when  mother  told 
him  that  Betty  was  well  enough,  again,  to  go  out- 
doors  It  seemed  an  injustice.  Now,  however,  he 
had  decided  that  perhaps  she  was  not  to  blame 
for  being  so  fat,  and  he  ought  to  make  up  after 
all.  He  knew,  of  course,  mat  she  wouldn't  have 
wanted  him  to  break  his  leg. 

You  see,  it  all  happened  "in  this  way.  Jinks 
and  Betty  were  neighbors,  and  they  always  did 
everything  together.  Jinks'  mother  declared  that 
Jinks  had  even  waited  to  learn  to  talk  until  Betty 
grew  old  enough  to  keep  pace  nith  him. 

VVell,  two  weeks  ago,  the  circus  had  come  to 
vvatertown,  and,  of  course,  Betty  and  Jinks  had 
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to  go.  They  started  out  hand  in  hand,  with 
Betty's  father  along,  to  buy  the  lemonade  and 
the  popcorn  and  the  peanuts,  and  ran  almost  the 
whole  way.  The  very  first  person  they  saw  when 
they  reached  the  grounds  was  the  clown,  who  was 
sticking  his  funny  head  out  of  a  flap  at  the  side 

of  a  tent. 

Although  Jinks  tried  to  stop  her,  because  he 
didn't  think  it  was  proper  to  speak  to  circus  peo- 
ple without  being  introduced,  Betty  burst  right 

out: 

"  Hello,  Mr.  Clown! " 

Now,  Jinks  would  have  expected  the  clown  to 
resent  such  impertinence,  but  he  didn't.  He 
turned  aroiuid  to  Betty. 

"How  do  you  know  I'm  a  clown?" 

"  Because  you've  got  red  speckles  on  your  suit," 
Betty  answered  urbanely. 

They  found  their  seats,  the  best  seats  in  the 
tent,  too,  right  in  the  second  row  in  the  very  center 

it  paid  to  go  to  the  circus  with  a  father  instead 

of  a  mother,  Jink^  decided  privately  —  and  they 
had  hardly  finished  one  bag  of  popcorn  when 
they  saw  the  clown  again.  He  was  behind  a  post, 
and  he  was  winking  at  them  just  as  hard  as  he 
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could  wink.  Jinks  winked  back.  He  felt  that 
since  Betty  had  already  spoken  there  could  be  no 
harm  now  in  continuing  the  acquaintance.  Jinks 
could  wink,  but  Betty  couldn't  without  screwing 
her  face  all  up. 

Although  the  clown  had  big  red  horns  and  a 
red  nose  and  red  ears,  really  the  funniest  part  of 
him  was  his  barrel.  He  never  moved  without  his 
barrel.  Most  of  the  time  he  was  rolling  around 
inside  of  it.  Sometimes  the  donkey  would  push 
the  barrel  around  the  ring  with  his  nose,  and, 
once,  just  as  the  clown  got  opposite  them,  he  threw 
a  ball  of  ribbon-confetti  at  them,  and  it  wound 
itself  all  around  Betty  and  Jinks,  and  even  Betty's 
father.  But  it  was  most  exciting  when  the  clown 
and  the  barrel  came  clattering  down  the  horses' 
incline  by  themselves.  He  would  bob  his  head 
and  his  feet  up  and  down  in  the  funniest  kind  of 
way,  to  avoid  getting  bumps. 

Jinks  nearly  knocked  Betty  off  the  seat  in  his 
excitement.  "I'm  going  to  do  that,  down  our 
hill,"  he  cried. 

Betty  nodded  back.  "And  just  think  of  hav- 
ing a  really-truly  clown  in  a  circus  pay  attention 

to  us!" 
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Betty  took  hold  of  her  father's  hand.  "  Father 
let's  ask  him  to  dinner." 

Father  hesitated  a  moment;  then  he  said 
gravely:  "I  don't  believe  you're  old  enough  to 
have  clowns  to  dinner  yet,  Betty.  Perhaps  the 
next  time  the  circus  comes  you  can  invite  him  if 
you  still  want  to  get  acquainted." 

Betty  was  disappointed,  but  there  were  so 
many  animals  and  fat  ladies  and  legless  wonders 
to  look  at,  that  she  forgot  a  little  bit.  1'he  very 
minute  she  got  home,  however,  she  went  out  to 
the  barn  to  look  for  i  barul  like  the  clown';;.  Then 
she  tied  the  red  i  mel  flag  to  the  apple  tree  to 
announce  to  Jinks  that  she  wanted  to  con^.  vith 
him. 

"  I've  found  a  barrel,"  she  said  excitedly,  as  he 
came  over  the  fence.  She  drew  him  to  the  barn 
and  pointed  to  a  solid  looking  one  standing  in  the 
comer. 

"It's  pretty  small,"  declaiod  Jinks  somewhat 
doubtfully. 

"But  if  you  had  a  bigger  one  your  head  and 
legs  couldn't  come  out  to  jump  around  as  the 
clown's  did." 

"  Well,  you  go  get  my  hatchet  and  I'll  take  the 
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barrel  around  the  barn  to  the  hill."  Jinks  spoke 
somewhat  patronizingly.  He  felt  that  the  hero 
01  such  an  exploit  as  he  was  going  to  attempt 
ought  to  have  some  dignity. 

In  a  minute  Betty  was  back  with  the  hatchet 
and  they  soon  had  the  bottom  of  the  barrel 
chopped  out. 

Jinks  placed  the  barrel  carefully,  and  inserted 
a  foot. 

"  Oh,  I  want  to  go  first,"  clamored  Betty,  catch- 
ing hold  of  the  barrel. 

"  Why,  you're  not  going  at  all.  It  isn't  safe  for 
girls." 

"  Now,  Jinks  Patterson,  don't  you  be  a  silly.  I 
guess  I  can  jump  off  just  as  high  places  as  you 
can,  and  run  just  as  fast,  and  I'm  not  a  bit  more 
afraid  of  the  dark  than  you  are." 

"Well,  you  can't  go  first,  anyway,"  declared 
Jinks  stubbornly. 

"You're  a  stingyl" 

Jinks  considered.  Mother  always  told  him  that 
if  he  wanted  to  be  as  nice  as  father,  he  must 
always  give  women  and  little  girls  first  place. 
Then,  besides,  he  had  to  admit  it  was  Betty's 
barrel,  after  all. 
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"All  right,  Betty,"  he  declared  magnanimously 
"  you  go  first."  ^ ' 

Betty  thought  a  minute.  She  could  not  be  out- 
done like  that.  "No,  I  don't  care.  Jinks.  I  was 
only  foolmg.    You  go  first." 

"  Nope,  girls  always  first." 

"I'lltell  you  what! "  Betty  exclaimed.  "We'll 
both  go  down  together." 

It  did  not  sound  very  feasible  when  Jinks 
looked  at  Betty's  fat  little  person,  but  he  was 
wilimg  to  try. 

"We  can  stick  in  better  that  way,"  Bettv 
explained     "  You'd  roll  around  so  much  the  other 

TrVwar^^'^'  *^  '-'  ^^'  '^^  ''-^'  «^^P1-^ 

"  I'll  tell  you.  Let's  be  real  acrobats,  and  climb 
down  mto  it  from  the  rope." 

They  rolled  the  barrel  back  to  the  side  of  the 
barn  and  stood  it,  end  up,  under  the  second-story 
wmdow  Jinks  hauled  out  the  rope  from  where 
It  was  hidden  in  Old  Billy's  feed-box,  and  they 
tied  It  around  one  of  the  posts  on  the  second  floor, 
i^ettytnggjng  at  one  end  and  Jinks  the  other  to 
pull  the  knot  tight.  Then  they  Iropped  the  free 
end  out  of  the  window  into  the  oarrel. 
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Bettv  slid  over  the  window-siU,  and  climbed, 
hand  o.ev  hand,  down  the  rope  into  the  barrel 
Jinks  followed,  and  although  it  was  a  hard  matter 
squeezing  into  the  barrel  from  sneh  an  nnsteady 
support  as  the  rope,  he  finally  accomplished  i  . 
Then  thev  knocked  the  barrel  over  with  their  teet 
still  hoUlin.'  onto  the  rope  so  that  they  would  not 
fall  t.M.  heavily.    A  minute  afterward,  by  working 
l,„,h  hands  an.l  feet,  they  were  rolling  merrily 
toward  the  l>i<>w  of  the  hill. 

\s  thev  reached  it.  Jinks  gave  a  hard  PU^h,  and 
thev  were  oif.    It  was  a  fairly  smooth  path  that 
he  "had  chosen  for  their  descent,  but  his  push 
swerved  the  barrel,  which  clattered  over  stones 
and  bumps,  gathering  speed  as  it  went,  in  a  most 
uncomfortable    way.    First,    Betty    humped    her 
head,  and  then  .links  bumped  his  head  and  then 
they  bumped  each  other's  heads  m  their  efforts 
to  avoid  the  gmund.    Jinks  tried  to  stop  then- 
headlong  Might  with  his  foot,  but  that  on  y  served 
to  "ive  his  leg  a  wrench  and  to  send  the  barrel 
off^n   another  direction.     Both  of  them  made 
.letei-mined  efforts  to  squeeze  out  of  the  barrel 
but  their  struggling  was  no  use;  they  were  wedged 


in  tight. 
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When  they  finally  landed  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 
Betty's  head  was  bleeding,  and  her  face,  black  and 
dirty  from  the  ground,  was  scratched  and  bruised 
in  a  dozen  places. 

"  If  you  hadn't  been  so  fat,  we  could  have  gotten 
out,"  cried  Jinks  resentfully,  although  somewhat 
weakly. 

"  You  horrid  thing! "  said  Betty,  bursting  into 
tears,  the  blood  running  down  into  ]wv  eyes  in  a 
most  annoying  fashion. 

By  this  time  Jinks'  father  had  arrived.  He 
wiped  Betty's  face,  and  tried  to  i)ull  her  out;  but 
each  time  he  hauled,  both  of  the  jjrisoners  cried 
with  pain. 

Father  went  for  the  hatchet,  his  face  looking 
almost  as  if  he  were  trying  to  keep  from  laughing, 
but  by  the  time  he  came  back  he  was  grave 
again.  He  carefully  broke  the  !)arrel  open,  and 
stood  Betty  on  her  feet.  But  Jinks  could  not 
stand  up.  He  had  broken  his  leg,  and  although  it 
was  not  a  very  bad  })reak,  as  thev  afterward  dis- 
covered, it  meant  several  weeks  in  bed  foi-  him. 
And  that  was  why  Jinks  was  lying  in  bed  deciding 
that,  after  all,  it  wasn't  Betty's  fault  that  she  was 
fat,  and  that  he  guessed  he  would  write  her  a  note 
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telling  her  he  was  sorry  he  had  spoken  to  her 
so  crossly.  Besides,  the  loveliest  plan  had  just 
occurred  to  him.  There  was  all  kinds  of  excite- 
ment connected  with  it,  and  he  needed  Betty's 
help  to  carry  it  out. 
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CHAPTER  2 

The  Sad  End  of  Peter  Pumpkin 

It  was  Hallowe'en,  and  although  Jinks  was  still 
on  crutches  with  his  broken  leg,  and  was  only 
allowed  out  of  the  nursery  for  a  couple  of  hours 
each  day,  he  and  Betty  and  Mike-the-Dog  were 
having  a  loveiv  afternoon.  Mike  was  a  very 
important  dog  jiist  at  present.  Before  Jinks  was 
hurt  he  had  never  been  allowed  inside  the  house, 
but  now  the  door  was  always  open  for  him,  and 
sometimes  they  even  gave  him  chocolate  creams 
to  coax  him  inside. 

Jinks  pulled  some  papers  aside  from  where  they 
had  been  piled  in  one  corner  of  the  window-seat, 
and  underneath  wits  a  big  yellow  pumpkin. 

"Did  you  ever  see  such  a  beauty,  Betty?"  he 
cried. 

Betty  stroked  its  fat  surface. 
"Did  your  father  buy  it  for  you?" 
"  Yep,  and  we're  going  to  have  just  the  best  kind 
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of  a  Jack-o'-Lantem,  even  if  I  have  got  a  broken 
leg.  You'll  have  to  get  the  stuff  ready,  though, 
because  I  can't  carry  anything  with  these  old 
crutches." 

Betty  spread  thick  wrapping  paper  over  the 
nursery  table  so  that  they  could  more  easily 
gather  up  the  debris,  and  then,  with  much  labor, 
set  Peter  Pumpkin  upon  it. 

The  two  knives  they  had  were  not  very  sharp, 
so  that  first  Jinks  sawed  ana  scraped  until  his 
arm  was  tired,  and  then  Betty  began.  They  cut 
a  round  hole  in  the  top  big  enough  for  a  hand  to 
go  into  easily,  and  through  this  they  scraped  out 
the  soft  interior.  Mike  was  walking  around  very 
importantly,  as  if  he  were  helping,  too,  but  he 
really  did  nothing  more  than  try  to  eat  the  insides 
of  Peter  Pumpkin. 

When  the  interior  was  all  scraped  clean  of 
pumpkin,  and  Mike  had  smelled  of  it  and  barked 
at  it  once  or  twice,  they  drew  on  the  outside  with 
a  red  crayon,  two  eyes,  a  nose,  and  a  big  saw-like 
mouth.  They  had  to  rub  off  the  marks  several 
times  before  they  could  get  the  pumpkin  to  look 
as  they  thought  Peter  Pumpkin  should,  but  finally 
they  succeeded,  and  then  they  followed  the  crayon 
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lines  with  their  knives,  cutting  out  holes  for  the 
eyes,  and  the  nose,  and  the  mouth.  Peter  Pump- 
kin, however,  was  not  to  be  born  without  a  mishap. 
Jinks'  hand  slipped  when  he  was  cutting-  out  the 
nose,  and  he  tore  out  the  piece  of  the  shell  between 
it  and  the  mouth.  They  stared  at  Peter  Pumpkin 
in  dismay  for  a  moment,  until  Betty  exclaimed: 

"  Don't  you  care,  Jinks.  We'll  paste  some  red 
tissue  paper  over  that  part  of  him,  and  when  the 
candle  light  shines  through,  Peter  Pumpkin  will 
look  funnier  than  ever." 

It  was  five  o'clock  before  they  had  him  finished, 
so  that  Betty  could  go  to  the  grocery  store  and 
buy  the  candle  with  the  penny  they  had  carefully 
hoarded  for  that  purpose  all  the  week.' 

The  minute  Betty  put  on  her  coat,  Mike  stood 
up,  and,  putting  out  his  tongue,  began  to  pant  as 
if  he  were  dreadfully  warm.  It  was  a  way  he  had 
when  he  wanted  to  get  outdoors. 

Jinks  tousled  his  head.  "You  silly  old  Mike. 
You  can't  fool  us  now  as  you  did  in  the 
summertime.     You're  not  a  bit  warm." 

Betty  studied  them  soberly  for  a  moment. 

"  Jinks,"  she  cried,  "  do  you  remember  the  paper 
pumpkins  we  used  to  make  in  school?    They  had 
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tongues  hanging  out  that   would  move  around 
when  you  pulled  the  string." 

"  Yes,  and  we  can  give  one  to  Peter  Pumpkin." 
Jinks  tried  to  stand  up  in  his  excitement. 

"  A  paper  tongue  would  be  pretty  flimsy,"  said 
Betty  doubtfully. 

"Do  you  know  what?  We  can  give  him  a 
tongue  like  Mike's.  We  can  make  it  out  of  a 
piece  of  liver." 

"  Jinks  Patterson,  you're  just  great.  We'll  even 
scare  Mike  with  him,  won't  we?" 

Jinks  hobbled  over  to  the  shelf  and  brought 
down  his  bank.  He  shook  and  shook  until  finally 
a  nickel  dropped  out.  "You  take  that  and  buy 
some  liver  and  hurry  back." 

Mike  was  excited  at  once  when  he  discovered 
what  an  interesting  tongue  Peter  Pumpkin  was 
going  to  have.  Jinks  had  to  make  him  go  over 
to  the  far  corner  and  lie  down. 

With  the  scissors  they  cut  the  liver  the  same 
shape  as  Mike's  tongue,  but  long  enough  to  reach 
'way  back  into  Peter  Pumpkin's  head.  Jinks  got 
a  coil  of  wire  from  his  tool-box,  and  ran  this  down 
into  the  tongue,  so  that  it  would  not  be  quite  so 
flai>py.    He  left  a  little  twist  of  it  sticking  out 
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from  the  end  inside  of  the  head  for  Betty  to  tie 
a  string  to  when  she  set  Peter  Pumpkin  up  on  his 
pedestal. 

They  gave  Mike  the  pieces  of  liver  left  over 
after  making  the  tongue,  but  he  swallowed  them 
in  two  mouthfuls,  and  from  his  corner  regarded 
Peter  Pumpkin  with  intent  eyes. 

They  had  inserted  the  candle  and  were  lightin:; 
it  when  an  idea  came  to  Betty.  "Jinks,  that 
candle'll  burn  the  red  tissue  paper  right  up."  She 
regarded  Peter  Pumpkin  with  tragedy  in  her  eyes. 

Jinks  blew  out  the  match  in  his  hand.  He 
slipped  over  beside  Betty. 

"Betty,"  he  whispered,  "I  know  a  way  to  fix 
it  up  much  better.  You  know  the  electric  lamp 
on  the  table  by  the  window  in  the  library.  If  you 
will  unscrew  the  electric  bulb,  and  then  the  little 
clamp  that  holds  the  socket  in  place,  you  can  pull 
the  tube  out  that  runs  up  through  the  center  of 
the  lamp.  You  can  screw  the  bulb  on  the  tube 
again,  and  then  put  it  inside  of  Peter  Pumpkin. 
The  tube  is  so  long  it  will  reach  'way  outdoors. 
That  will  make  Peter  Pumpkin  show  up  much 
better  than  a  candle  would,  and  it  won't  burn  the 
paper." 
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"But  won't  your  mamma  care?"  questioned 
Betty,  a  little  awed  by  the  highness  of  the 
plan. 

"  She  doesn't  need  to  know  about  it  until  after- 
wards, and  then  she'll  laugh  and  forget  to  scold. 
Besides,"  added  Jinks,  with  a  grown-up  air,  "I 
don't  think  it's  safe  for  you  to  carry  Peter  Pump- 
kin downstairs  with  a  lighted  candle  inside  of 
him." 

Betty  felt  very  important  as  she  carried  Peter 
Pumpkin  downstairs  —  who  was  not  so  heavy  as 
he  had  been  when  he  was  just  a  pumpkin  — and 
with  the  electric-light  bulb  inside  of  him,  jammed 
him  down  on  the  point  of  a  stick  set  up  in  the 
garden  by  the  library  window.  Mike  had  fol- 
lowed her  down,  but  he  pretended  a  profound 
indifference  to  Peter  Pumpkin. 

Then,  breathlessly,  she  ran  upstairs  ?»gain  to 
see  if  Jinks  wanted  her  to  do  anything  else  before 
she  turned  on  the  switch  in  the  library. 

Jinks  was  leaning  out  of  the  window  pulling 
the  string  which  worked  the  tongue  up  and  down, 
and  Betty  grabbed  him  by  the  arm. 

"  JLiks,  it's  all  ready,"  sb  •  cried.  But  just  then 
Peter  Pumpkin  was  suddenly  flooded  with  light. 

26 


Chapter  Two 


Someone  had  turned  on  the  switch  in  the  library. 
At  the  same  instant,  there  was  a  crash;  the  light 
went  out  again,  and  immediately  there  came  a 
howl  of  pain  from  Mike. 

Jinks  beat  his  hands  up  and  down  on  the  win- 
dow-sill in  his  impatience  at  not  being  able  to  see 
what  had  happened,  and  Betty  rushed  off,  falling 
dow^n  half  the  stairs  in  her  anxiety  to  get  there. 
Jinks'  father  was  out  in  the  garden  and  Mrs. 
Patterson  was  leaning  out  of  the  library  window. 

Poor  Peter  Pumpkin  lay  in  pieces  on  the  ground 
and  Mike  w^as  whimpering  beside  him.  Mr.  Pat- 
terson brought  the  dog  inside,  and  when  they 
opened  his  mouth  they  discovered  a  long,  deep 
cut.  He  was  still  holding  to  the  tell-tale  liver 
tongue,  and  on  it  was  the  piece  of  glass  from  the 
broken  electric  bulb  which  had  cut  his  mouth. 
They  doctored  him  up  as  well  as  they  could,  and 
led  him  upstairs  to  Jinks. 

Mrs.  Patterson  looked  at  Jinks. 

"  Jinks,  you've  been  told  not  to  meddle  with  the 
eleeti:?  lights.    Did  you  tell  Betty  to  do  this?" 

"  Yes,  mother."    Jinks  hung  his  head. 

"Well,  we  won't  say  anything  more  about  it 
this  time,  because  I  imagine  IVfike's  being  hurt  is 
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punishment  enough  for  you,  but  next  time  you 
must  talk  to  me  first  about  your  plans." 

Jinks  drew  his  mother's  head  down  and  kissed 
her.  Mothers  were  a  pretty  nice  kind  of  people, 
after  all.  Then  he  dragged  himself  over  to  where 
Mike  was  lying  and  patted  him  gently. 

"Poor  doggie,"  he  said  aloud.  But  in  Mike's 
ear  he  whispered:  "  Your  mouth  doesn't  hurt  you 
a  bit  more  than  my  leg  does  sometimes,  and  I 
don't  think  it  was  a  bit  nice  of  you,  Mike,  to  go 
and  break  Peter  Pumpkin  —  after  you  watched  us 
make  him,  too,  and  after  we  had  already  given 
you  some  of  his  tongue  to  eat! " 
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Tom  the  Turkey  is  Rescued 

It  was  the  Tuesday  before  Thanksgiving,  and 
Betty  and  Jinks  were  coming  home  together  from 
school. 

"  Jinks,"  said  Betty,  with  her  most  serious  air, 
"I  heard  mamma  talking  about  the  Aud'bum 
Society  this  morning  when  I  got  up." 

"Yes,"  remarked  Jinks  absent-mindedly.  He 
was  more  interested  in  a  big  snowbank  he  saw 
ahead,  wondering,  if  he  took  a  long  run,  how  far 
he  could  dive  through  it. 

"She  says  it's  criminal  to  kill  birds."  Betty 
waited  gravely  until  Jinks  emerged  from  the 
deep  snowbank  and  shook  off  the  snow  from  his 
clothes. 

"We're  going  to  eat  Tom  for  Thanksgi\4ng 
dinner,  and  I  think  it's  just  as  bad  to  kill  turkeys 
as  birds." 

"  Oh,  Tom'll  never  know  he's  killed.    And  think 
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how  nice  and  fat  he  is."  Jinks  was  plainly  not  at 
all  impressed. 

"I  don't  care.  I  don't  think  it's  a  bit  nice  to 
Tom.  After  we  raised  him  from  a  baby,  too.  We 
ought  to  take  him  a  "ay  where  father  or  anybody 
couldn't  get  him." 

"Take  him  away!  Say,  wouldn't  that  be  great 
fun!" 

"  Where  could  we  take  him  to?  "  Betty  expanded 
at  once,  now  that  Jinks  was  going  to  play,  too. 
"To  grandma's?" 

"  No,"  answered  Jinks  with  deliberation.  "  She 
might  send  us  home.  I  think  we'd  better  just  start 
off  by  ourselves  as  if  we  were  going  on  a  trip. 
When  does  vow  f^t^cr  expect  to  kill  Tom?" 

"To-morrow  noon  when  he  comes  home  for 
lunch." 

"  We'd  better  start  to-morrow  morning,  then. 
They'll  think  we've  gone  to  school,  and  we  can 
ask  to  take  our  lunches  so  that  they  won't  miss 
us  when  we  don't  come  home  at  noon." 

Betty  jumped  into  a  snowbank  in  her  glee. 

"Then  we  can  stay  away  until  just  time  for 
dinner,  Thanksgiving.  Of  course,  they  won't  kill 
Tom  theii." 
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The  next  morning,  at  seven  o'clock,  Jinks  came 
to  the  fence  and  whistled  persistently  for  Betty. 

"Betty,"  he  whispered  as  she  came  running, 
"  come  on  through  and  help  me  quick.  Mother  is 
still  eating  her  breakfast  and  she  won't  see  us." 

He  took  Betty's  hand  and  ran  with  her  toward 
the  bam.  "  Father's  not  going  to  use  the  wagon 
to-day,  and  if  we  can  get  out  without  being  seen 
we  can  take  Tom  much  farther  in  that." 

They  got  the  barn-door  open,  and  both  holding 
a  shaft,  pulled  and  hauled  breathlessly  until  they 
had  the  wagon  through  the  door  and  out  behind 
the  barn,  where  it  could  not  possibly  be  seen  from 
the  house. 

"  Now  you  run  to  the  house,"  panted  Jinks,  "  and 
see  if  mother  is  back  in  the  kitchen  yet." 

Betty  ran,  and  reported  no  signs  of  an  audience. 

Going  on  tiptoe,  they  hauled  the  wagon  back 
through  the  meadow  and  over  to  the  clump  of 
trees  near  the  road,  where  it  would  be  effectually 
hidden  from  the  house. 

"  Now,  Betty,"  Jinks  declared,  "  w^e've  got  to 
have  lots  of  blankets  along  to  keep  warm,  because 
we  don't  know  how  long  we're  going  to  be  gone, 
and  you  must  get  all  you  can  from  your  house. 

31 


11  i 


% 

'i 


Jinks  and  Betty 


Bring  a  can,  too,  to  put  some  water  in  for  Tom 
to  drink  when  he  gets  thirsty. 

"  I'll  get  the  carriage  robe,  and  some  oats  and 
corn  for  the  horse  and  for  Tom,  and  something 
more  to  eat  for  us  than  our  lunches,  if  I  can.  It'll 
be  easy  to  get  Bill  out,  and  there's  an  old  box  in 
those  trees  down  there  which  I  can  stand  on  to 
harness  him.  And,  Oh,"  he  added,  as  Betty  turned 
demurely  in  at  hei-  house,  "  you  get  a  gunny-sack 
to  muzzle  Tom  with,  and  some  rope  to  tie  him 
with." 

At  half-past  eight,  Betty  left  the  house  with  her 
mother's  "Hurry  to  school;  it's  going  to  be  a  cold 
day,"  in  her  ears.  Under  ordinary  conditions  she 
would  have  felt  conscience-stricken  to  l)e  deceiving 
her  mother  in  this  way,  l)ut  this  time,  instead,  she 
felt  highly  virtuous.  She  had  a  mission.  She 
was  going  iu  save  her  father  from  Ix'ing  Tom's 
murderer. 

She  went  along  the  road  toward  school;  but,  as 
soon  as  she  was  out  of  sight  of  her  mother's  eyes, 
she  darted  back  through  the  fields  in  the  ))ack,  to 
the  clump  of  tiees  by  the  road,  where  Jinks  was 
waiting  for  lier,  with  everything  ready. 

Bill  was  harnessed,  and  Tom  was  up  in  the  back 
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of  the  wagon  tied  safely  with  a  short  length  of 
clothes-line. 

"He  went  up  there  himself  after  the  corn," 
chuckled  Jinks,  "  and  he  was  so  busy  gobbling  it 
up  that  he  never  noticed  me  tying  the  rope  'round 
his  neck." 

Betty  scrambled  up  to  the  seat  beside  Jinks  and 
snuggled  down  under  the  blankets.  They  were 
off,  and  they  had  a  whole  day  and  a  half  in  which 
to  travel  and  see  the  world.  It  was  a  joyously 
bright  morning,  and,  covered  with  thick  wann 
blankets  as  they  were,  the  cold  did  not  penetrate. 
Rill  trotted  along  the  still  "ountry  roads  as  if  he, 
00,  were  enjoying  himself  inunensely. 

"  I  wrote  a  note  to  mamma,"  said  Betty,  "  and 
told  her  that  we  were  taking  Tom  away  so  that 
she  could  not  kill  him.  I  told  her  that  if  it  was 
wrong  for  her  Aud'bum  Society  to  kill  birds,  it 
was  for  us  to  kill  Tom."    > 

"  ",Vhy,  Betty  Ramsey,  you've  spoiled  the  whole 
thing.  They'll  know  all  about  it  now,  and  come 
right  after  us." 

"  No,  they  won't.  I  pinned  it  on  the  pillow  in 
my  bedroom.  And  mother  always  lets  my  bed  air 
until  afternoon.    She  won't  find  it  until  then. 
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"You  know,  Jinks,"  Betty  declared,  after  she 
had  gazed  solicitously  at  Tom  for  some  time,  "  I 
don't  think  it's  good  for  Tom  to  be  cooped  up  in 
this  wagon  all  day.  He  is  so  fat  that  he  needs  exer- 
cise. We  had  better  tie  him  to  the  back  of  the 
wagon  and  make  him  run  a  while." 
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They  pretended  they  uere  Hubim^on  Crusoe  and  his  man  Friday. 

Jinks  decided  that  was  an  excellent  idea,  and 
cautiously  lengthening  Tom's  rope,  decoyed  him 
to  the  ground  with  some  com.  Of  course,  it  was 
hard  to  keep  Bill  down  to  a  walk  to  accommodate 
Tom's  gait,  but  they  accomplished  it  for  more 
than  half  the  time  at  least. 
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At  noon  they  stopped,  fed  Bill  and  Tom,  and 
ate  every  scrap  of  their  own  lunch.  It  was  more 
fun  than  they  had  had  for  weeks,  snuggling  down, 
all  warm  and  cozy  in  the  hack  of  the  wagon,  and 
pretending  they  were  Robinson  Crusoe  and  his 
man  Friday,  stranded  on  a  desert  island. 

After  their  lunch,  they  decided  they  were  tired 
of  the  road  they  were  on,  and  would  cut  across  the 
open  space  stretching  out  beside  them,  to  see  if 
there  wasn't  another  and  more  interesting  road 

farther  over. 

After  a  zigzag  passage  across  the  brush,  they 
finally  reached  one  that  suited  them,  and  put- 
ting Tom  out  of  the  wagon  again,  so  that  he 
would  l)e  sure  to  get  exercise,  they  jogged  on 

comfortably. 

Around  three  o'clock,  l)oth  Jinks  and  Betty 
began  to  get  cold.  Jinks  felt  rather  unhappy,  too, 
because  he  had  met  with  an  accident,  although  he 
was  concealing  it  from  Betty.  He  felt  it  wouldn't 
be  manly  to  complain.  He  had  got  too  near 
Tom  when  he  was  trying  to  get  him  back  into  the 
wagon,  and  Tom  had  bitten  him  on  the  finger.  It 
wasn't  a  very  bad  bite,  as  turkey  bites  go,  but  it 
was  quite  bad  enough  to  hurt  considerably. 
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Bill  had  walked  almost  a  mile  since  either  Jinks 
or  Betty  had  said  a  word.  Betty  leaned  back  in 
her  seat  and  momentarily  laid  a  caressing  hand 
on  Tom's  head.  She  knew  as  well  as  anybody  that 
turkeys  did  not  have  a  very  amiable  nature,  but 
she  felt  that  he  certainly  would  be  nice  to  her  after 
she  had  been  so  solicitous  for  his  welfare.  But 
Tom  had  no  such  ideas.  He  reached  up  and  before 
Betty  could  get  away  gave  her  hand  a  vicious 
peck.  Tom  had  not  been  enjoying  his  trip  that 
day. 

Betty  wanted  to  scream  with  the  shock  of  the 
pain;  but,  feeling  a  strange  shame  at  being  thus 
treated  by  Tom,  she  hid  her  hand  behind  her  while 
involuntary  tears  trickled  down  her  nose.  Jinks, 
however,  was  far  too  much  engrossed  in  his 
own  troubles  anyway  to  notice  that  there  was 
something  wrong  with  Betty. 

He  turned  around  finally.  "  Betty,  I  think  we're 
lost,"  he  declared  solemnly.  "  What's  all  that  wot 
on  vour  mitten?" 

Betty  looked  down  at  her  hand.  "  Blood,"  she 
said  slowly  with  quivering  lips.  Getting  bitten 
was  one  thing,  but  real  blood  was  another.  She 
put  htn-  head  on  Jinks'  shoulder  and  sobbed  aloud. 
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"Tom  bit  me.  Do  you  think  it's  a  very  bad 
bite?" 

Jinks  examined  her  hand  judiciously.  "  I've  got 
one,  too,  Betty,  but  I  think  yours  is  deeper  than 
mine." 

"  He  was  a  horrid  old  turkey,  wasn't  he.  Jinks," 
Betty  sobbed,  "after  we'd  taken  so  much  trouble 
for  him?" 

Jinks  nodded  his  head.  "Betty,  I  don't  know 
the  way  home.    Do  you  suppose  Bill  knows?" 

"  Perhaps.  Let  him  try,"  Betty  murmured  from 
the  depths  of  Jinks'  small  but  comforting  shoulder. 

Jinks  turned  the  wagon  around,  and  tied  the 
reins  to  the  whip.  "Please  take  us  home.  Bill," 
he  called  to  the  old  horse.  Then  he  snuggled  down 
beside  the  still  sobbing  Betty. 

"  I  hope  we'll  be  home  for  Thanksgiving  dinner," 
she  whispered. 

An  hour  or  so  later  old  Bill  had  found  the  road 
that  led  toward  home,  and  was  going  along  at  a 
good  gait  —  he  was  cold,  too  —  when  they  met  Mr. 
Patterson  and  Mr.  Ramsey,  in  the  Ramsey  rig. 
Jinks  and  Betty  trembled  when  they  saw  their 
fathers.  Their  adventure  did  not  seem  such  a 
|)hilanthropic  undertaking  as  it  had  at  first,  but 
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nothing  in  the  way  of  criticism  was  said.  Their 
wounded  hands  were  sympathized  with,  and  their 
account  of  their  trip  appreciatively  listened  to. 

When  they  got  home,  their  mothers,  too,  were 
just  as  pleasant  as  if  nothing  at  all  had  happened 
Jinks  and  Betty  wondered.  They  did  not  usually 
escape  punishment  in  this  way.  They  were  given 
a  warm  supper  and  put  to  bed,  but  that  was  not 
for  punishment,  because  they  were  so  sleepy  they 
wanted  to  go  to  bed  anyway. 

The  next  day  was  Thanksgiving,  and  Jiuks  and 
his  father  and  mother  came  over  to  Betty's  house 
for  dinner. 

There  was  a  big  turkey  on  the  table.  Betty 
looked  at  her  mother.    "  Is  that  my  Tom?  " 

"No,  dear,  you  walked  so  much  of  the  fat  off 
of  Tom  yesterday  that  he  wouldn't  have  been  very 
good  to  eat,  I'm  afraid." 

Jinks'  mother  was  served,  and  then  Betty's 
mother,  then  Jinks'  father,  and  then  Betty's 
father,  and  all  of  them  got  big,  heaping  platefuls 
of  turkey. 

Then  Jinks  was  served,  but  there  was  no  turkey 
on  his  plate;  just  potatoes,  and  squash,  and  peas, 
and  cranberry  sauce.     Tljen  Betty  was  served, 
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and  there  was  no  turkey  on  her  plate  either. 

"  Mamma,  I  haven't  any  turKey." 

"No,  dear.  You  and  Jinks,  of  course,  don't 
believe  in  eating  turkey." 

Jinks'  lips  quivered,  and  one  or  two  tiny  tears 
escaped  from  Betty's  eyes. 

If  Jinks  had  been  there  without  Betty,  he  might 
have  cried,  or  if  Betty  had  been  there  without 
Jinks,  she  might  have  cried;  but  since  this  was  not 
the  case,  neither  one  would  be  the  first  to  shed 
tears  for  such  a  little  thing  as  "  no  turkey."  But 
inwardly  both  Jinks  and  Betty  decided  that  it  was 
pretty  hard  to  be  made  to  stand  for  an  opinion 
they  had  had  a  whole  day  before,  and  had  com- 
pletely got  over  by  now.  After  dinner,  when  they 
talked  it  over,  they  agreed  that  the  next  time  they 
did  anything  they  shouldn't,  they  would  ask  to  be 
spanked  instead  of  being  punished  in  this  new 
way. 


40 


CHAPTER  4 


'4 


i 

a 


The  Making  of  Methusalem 

For  two  weeks  Jinks  and  Betty  had  thought  of 
nothing  else  but  the  joyous  fact  that  they  were 
going  to  spend  Christmas  in  the  country,  with 
Betty's  grandmother.  And  now  school  had  closed, 
and  they  had  ridden  on  real  trains  to  Merrytown, 
near  where  Grandmother  Ramsey  lived,  and  had, 
already,  had  two  glorious  days  of  real  fun. 
Country  fun  was  the  only  real  fun,  so  Jinks 
declared. 

You  see,  it  wasn't  only  country,  and  snowbanks 
boy-and-girl  high,  and  honey  at  every  meal,  but 
there  was  Grandfather  Ramsey,  too.  Grandpa 
was  pretty  old,  but  not  so  old  that  he  couldn't  still 
enjoy  snowballs  and  hide-and-go-seek  and  jump- 
ing-jacks.  Grandpa  even  had  a  jumping-jack 
himself,  which,  when  Jinks  and  Betty  arrived,  he 
brought  forth  from  his  store  of  treasures  in  an 
old  chest  up  in  the  attic. 

Methusalem,  as  grandpa  called  the  jumping- 
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jack,  had  been  owned  by  Betty *s  father  when  he 
w^as  a  little  boy,  and  although  Jinks  and  Betty 
considered  him  great  fun  when  he  was  made  a 
third  party  to  their  explorations  of  the  neighbor- 
hood, they  felt  sorry  for  grandpa  because  Methu- 
salem  was  so  dilapidated.  Both  his  ears  were  gone 
and  some  by-gone  dog  had  chewed  off  most  of  his 
gay  coloring.    Even  one  of  his  legs  had  departed. 

It  was  now  just  two  days  before  Christmas,  and 
Jinks  and  Betty  were  getting  into  their  rubber 
boots  ready  to  go  out  for  their  regular  morning 
inspection  of  the  farm,  when  Jinks,  who  had 
been  thinking  very  seriously  while  he  pulled 
manfully  at  his  boots,  looked  up  at  Betty. 

"  Betty,"  he  said,  "  we  ought  to  give  grandpa  a 
Christmas  present! " 

"  But  w^e  haven't  anything  to  give  him,"  objected 
Betty. 

"  That's  nothing.    We  can  think  up  something." 

Betty  had  a  sudden  inspiration.  "Let's  give 
him  a  new  jumping-jack.  Then  he  won't  feel  bad 
because  Methusalem  is  so  old  and  raggedy- 
looking." 

"Where'll  we  get  him?  We  haven't  any 
money." 
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"  You  whittle  him  out  and  I'll  paint  him  with 
my  paints.  Mamma  says  it's  much  nicer  to  make 
Christmas  presents  than  to  buy  them.  Anyway, 
he'll  like  it  much  better  than  a  store  present." 

"  Hush! "  cried  Jinks  in  a  loud  whisper,  "  'lere 
comes  grandpa!  We  mustn't  let  him  hear."  He 
caught  Betty's  hand.  "Come  on!  Hurry  up!  I 
know  where  there's  some  wood  that  will  be  just 
right." 

They  slipped  out  of  the  door  just  before  grandpa 
arrived,  and  ran  around  back  of  the  barn  to  the 
woodshed,  where  in  a  corner  lay  the  short  thin 
plank  that  Jinks  had  in  mind.  He  took  his  jack- 
knife  out  of  his  pocket,  and  tested  it  against  the 
plank.  "We  couldn't  wait  till  after  Christmas, 
could  we,  Betty?  My  knife's  pretty  dull,  and  I 
think,  perhaps,  I'll  get  another  one  for  Christmas." 

"I  should  say  not,  Jinks  Patterson;  that's  no 
way  to  give  a  Christmas  present!" 

"  All  right,"  said  Jinks.  "  It'll  be  more  fun  to 
make  it  to-day  anyway." 

So,  for  practically  the  whole  morning.  Jinks 
whittled  and  carved,  and  as  fast  as  he  finished  one 
I)iece  Betty  painted  it.  When  they  finally  laid  him 
out,  with  arms  and  legs  where  they  should  be, 
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they  had  a  most  gorgeous  Methusalem-the-Sccond, 
with  a  black  hat,  Colonial  style,  and  a  white  band 
around  it,  a  red  jacket  with  white  buttons,  red 
trousers,  brown  stockings,  and  shoes  with  white 
buckles. 

Jinks  looked  at  him  meditatively.  "  Do  you 
remember,  Betty,  that  jumping-jack  I  used  to 
have?  He  fitted  into  a  box,  so  that  he  looked 
much  funnier  when  his  legs  and  arms  wriggled. 
Wliy  don't  you  ask  grandpa  for  that  wooden 
nail-box  of  his  for  jVIethusalem-the-Second  ?  " 

Betty  went  out  and  reconnoitered  until  she  dis- 
covered grandpa  smoking  his  pipe  on  the  porch, 
and  a  few  moments  later  she  returned  with  the 
coveted  box.  Methusalem-the-Second  was  soon 
installed,  but  then  came  the  prol)lem  of  how  to 
make  his  legs  and  arms  wriggle.  They  tied  strings 
to  him  in  every  possible  way,  but  Methusalem- 
the-Second  steadfastly  refused  to  respond  in  the 
proper  manner. 

"ril  tell  you  what  we'll  do,  Betty.  You  tie 
ropes  to  my  legs  and  arms,  and  then  if  mine 
wriggle  up  and  down  right,  we  can  tie  the 
jumping-jack's  that  way." 

Betty  secured  an  old  clothes-line  from  grandma, 
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and  in  the  seclusion  of  the  fiekl  back  of  the  barn, 
where  grandpa  couldn't  see  them,  Betty  tied  Jinks 
up.  Jinks  lay  on  the  ground  and  Betty  pulled 
every  way,  but  his  legs  and  arms  would  not  work 
like  the  jumping-jaek's.    They  would  pull  down. 


Ills  Ict/.s  mid  arms  would  nut  ivork. 

of  course,  b'-t  once  they  were  down  no  amount  of 
pulling  on  the  rope  could  succeed  in  pulling  them 
back  again. 

Jinks  gazed  at  Betty  in  despair.    "  What  are  we 
going  to  do?    This  ground's  getting  cold." 
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Betty  threw  tlie  roi)es  down  in  glee.  "  Oh,  I 
know.  Yoii  ought  to  be  in  a  box,  just  as  the 
jumping-jack  is." 

"But  my  legs  wouldn't  be  loose,  then;  they 
would  be  on  the  ground." 

"  We  might  hang  the  box  up  somewhere, 
mightn't  we?" 

"No,  siree!  I  know!"  Jinks  gathered  up  his 
dangling  ropes.  "  You  remember  that  old  broken 
chute  in  the  barn  that  starts  down  from  the  second 
floor.  It's  so  ohort  that  if  I  get  into  it  my  arms 
and  shoulders  will  be  out  one  end  and  my  legs  will 
hang  out  the  other,  and  if  I  fall  through  it  won't 
hurt,  because  there's  nice  soft  hay  underneath." 

But  alas  for  Jinks'  "If  I  fall  through!"  He 
stepped  carefully  into  the  chute,  worked  himself 
down  until  his  arms  were  even  with  the  floor  and 
his  legs  dangling  free  from  the  roof  of  the  first 
floor  beneath  —  and  found  himself  stuck  fast.  He 
had  slid  himself  down  so  far  that  he  could  not  rest 
his  elbows  on  the  floor  and  so  raise  himself  that 
way,  and  Betty,  although  she  exerted  every  bit  of 
her  strength,  coidd  not  pull  him  out. 

They  looked  at  each  other  in  dismay. 

"  AMiat  are  we  to  do.  Jinks?  "    Betty  was  almost 
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crying.    It  was  terrifying  to  see  Jinks  half  pro- 
truding from  the  floor  and  apparently  fixed  there 
until  the  bam  was  torn  down. 
Jinks  did  not  like  the  situation  any  too  well 


Tlu'if  looked  (it  nirh  other  In  dismaif. 

himself,  but  he  was  determined  not  to  show  it. 
"  Now,  see  here,  Betty  Ramsey,  don't  you  go  crying 
around.    There's  grandma  calling  for  dinner;  you 

47 


Jinks  and  Betty 


^(1 


go  in  and  eat  your  dinner,  and  then  you  get  me 
some  without  being  seen.  We  can't  get  these  ropes 
off  my  legs,  and  if  grandpa  sees  them  he'll  guess 
about  his  Christmas  present." 

"  But  what'll  I  tell  them?  They'll  want  to  know 
where  you  are." 

"  Can't  you  say  it's  a  secret?  Then,  while  you're 
gone,  I'll  see  if  I  can  whittle  some  of  this  wood 
away.  And  you  give  me  that  box  over  there  to 
put  over  my  head  if  they  should  come  up  here 
looking  for  me." 

Betty  went  away  slowly.  She  did  not  enjoy 
the  prospect  of  meeting  her  grandparents'  ques- 
tions. She  was  quite  right.  It  was  not  a  pleasant 
hour  she  spent.  Her  grandmother  could  not 
imagine  where  Jinks  was,  and  after  grandpa  had 
made  a  round  of  all  the  farm  buildings  —  Jinks 
had  put  the  box  over  his  head  when  he  heard  foot- 
steps —  grandmother  declared  all  the  business  of 
the  farm  must  stop  until  he  was  found.  Since  he 
was  not  in  one  of  the  buildings,  he  must  be  out- 
doors, and  he  would  be  sure  to  catch  his  death  of 
cold  if  he  stayed  out  on  a  day  like  this  without 
his  dinner. 

All  the  farm  hands  were  called  in  and  given 
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directions  to  scour  the  country;  Betty  was  sent  to 
her  room  in  disgrace  because  she  would  not  tell 
where  Jinks  was;  and  a  sudden  stillness  descended 
upon  the  house  as  everybody  started  off  on  the 
search  for  the  truant. 

Betty  felt  very  miserable,  and  she  didn't  know 
what  to  do.  She  really  thought  she  ought  to  tell, 
but  still  it  did  not  seem  right  to  do  so  without  first 
asking  Jinks'  permission. 

As  soon  as  it  seemed  safe,  she  tiptoed  down  to 
the  kitchen,  and  before  Martha,  the  cook,  who  had 
gone  to  the  woodshed,  returned,  she  had  grabbed 
a  piece  of  pumpkin  pie,  a  quarter  of  a  loaf  of 
bread,  and  a  glass  of  preserves.  She  wanted  to 
set  a  piece  of  the  pork  they  had  had  for  dinner 
but  she  saw  Martha  coming  up  the  path  and  did 
not  dare  wait.  She  slipped  out  the  door  and  was 
around  the  house  and  into  the  barn  before  anyone 
saw  her. 

"  My,  you  were  a  long  time,  Bettyl    Didn't  you 
suppose  I  was  hungry,  too?" 
^^  "  Oh  Jinks,  you're  not  out  yetl "    Betty  wailed, 
and  rve  got  to  go  right  back,  because  I'm  shut 
up  m  my  room  for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon.  Jinks 
won  t  you  please  let  me  tell?  " 
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"No,  I  won't."  Confinement  was  wearing  on 
Jinks'  good-nature.  "  I've  been  cutting  away  here 
for  the  last  two  hours,  and  i)erhaps  I'll  get  out 


)> 


soon. 

Betty  moved  away  with  dragging  footsteps. 
"  I'll  have  to  stay  in  my  room  all  afternoon,"  she 
repeated. 

"  Well,  I  guess  iL'll  be  just  as  hard  for  me  here 
in  this  old  barn,  and  every  time  anyone  comes  in 
downstairs  I  have  to  double  my  legs  up  nnd  hold 
them  perfectly  still  until  they  just  ache." 

Bettv  felt  verv  forlorn.  This  wasn't  at  all  a 
nice  day  to  belong  in  a  Christmas  vacation.  "  I 
believe  grandpa  would  rather  not  have  strings  to 
his  jumping-jack,"  she  said  under  her  breath,  as 
she  went  disconsolately  down  the  ladder  and  then 
hurried  back  to  her  room. 

The  afternoon  dragged  slowly  for  Betty.  She 
played  with  her  doll  a  while,  and  cried  a  while, 
and  then  went  to  sleep,  ^^^len  she  woke  up  it  was 
already  dark,  and  she  could  hear  the  sound  of 
voices  out  toward  vhe  bain.  She  jumped  up  from 
the  bed  and  ran  down-staiis.  It  was  grandpa  and 
two  of  his  men  leading  in  a  very  tired  and  dusty- 


looking  Jinks. 
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"We  found  him,"  shouted  grandpa.  "He 
nearly  landed  on  our  heads."  Grandma  took  Jinks 
and  seated  him  at  the  table  while  she  hurried 
around  fixing  him  up  a  hot  dinner. 

"  I  gave  him  some  pie  and  some  preserves  and 
some  bread,"  said  Betty. 

"But  I  guess  I'm  hungry,  anyway,"  Jinks 
retorted.  "That  isn't  very  much  to  eat  when 
you've  been  stuck  in  a  hole  in  an  old  cold  bam  all 
afternoon." 

Grandpa  untied  the  ropes  from  his  legs    and 
Jinks  and  Betty  had  to   explain  all   about  the 
jumpmg-jack.    Then  Methusalem-the-Senmd  was 
produced,  and  grandpa  was  very  grateful,  and 
said  he  didn't  care  about  strings  anywav,  and  that 
he  d  like  to  init  them  on  himself.  He  couldn't  even 
wait  until  Christmas.    That  vprv  night  he  Hxed  up 
the  strings  so  that  Methusalem-the-Second's  legs 
and  arms  v  anced  around  with  the  greatest  hilarity 
And  as  grandpa  did  it,  it  did  not  seem  a  bit 
hanl!    The  legs  danced  away  at  the  very  first  pull 
01  the  strings. 

But  that  was  not  all!  After  Jinks  and  Betty 
Imd  given  gran.lpn  the  jumping- jack,  he  looked  at 
grandma,  who  nodded  back  at  him,  and  went  out- 
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doors.  In  ten  minutes  he  came  back  again,  and 
in  his  arms  was  the  roly-poliest  puppy  that  ever 
was  bom.  He  was  so  fat  he  could  hardly  stand, 
although  the  size  of  his  feet  was  far  out  of  pro- 


Theie  ua.s  the  roly'poUcst  puppy  ever  born. 

portion  to  his  stubby  body,  and  the  thick  skin  on 
his  back  was  so  loose  that  it  looked  exactly  like 
huge  tucks.  Grandpa  said  he  was  to  live  at  Betty's 
house,  but  that  he  was  for  both  Betty  and  Jinks, 
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and  also  as  a  companion  for  Mike,  who  he  had 
heard  was  getting  lonesome.  He  said  they  must 
think  up  a  name  for  the  new  puppy  and  christen 
him  right  away. 

Grandpa  explained,  too,  that  he  was  not  ^up- 
posed  to  have  arrived  until  Christmas,  but  that 
he  was  so  delighted  with  his  jumping-jack  that  he 
couldn't  resist  producing  him. 
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The  Baptism  of  Robin  Hood 

Wlu'ii  -Jinks  and  Bettj'  woke  up  Saturday  inoin- 
ing  the  sun  was  shining  on  a  snow-covered  world. 
It  was  just  the  kind  of  a  day  for  their  expedition 
to  Jinks'  Aunt  Martha's,  who  lived  a  couple  of 
miles  down  the  road.  They  could  hardly  wait  to 
finish  their  breakfasts  in  their  hurry  to  be  out. 

Jinks  drew  their  soap-box  sled  out  of  the  wood- 
shed and  Betty  brought  over  the  old  comforter 
that  always  made  the  box  warm  and  cozy.  Tod- 
dling along  at  her  heels  came  the  puppy  grandpa 
had  given  them  at  Christmas-time.  His  official 
name  was  Robin  Hood,  but  he  hadn't  been 
properly  christened  yet.  Betty  had  teased  to  have 
him  go  with  them  on  their  expedition,  but  Mother 
had  said  no  he  would  be  a  nuisance  to  Aunt 
^rartlia,  and  must  stay  at  home.  Only  Mike  could 
go.  But  Robin  Hood  evidently  meant  to  see  them 
go,  at  least. 
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They  were  about  to  start  wheu  Jinks  remem- 
bered the  barrel  of  apples  in  the  cellar,  and  he  and 
Betty  ran  back  to  pick  out  half  a  dozen  nice,  rosy 
ones.  When  they  came  back  Robin  Hood  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  but  they  supposed  he  had 
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Mike  began  to  pull  at  the  comforter. 

gone  back  to  the  warm  house,  and  they  did  not,  of 
course,  pay  any  attention  to  the  knowing  look  in 
Mike's  eyes. 

They  had  gone  about  a  mile  w!)en  Mike  began 
to  pull  at  the  comforter  until   it  dragged  ulou 
the  road. 
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"  Mike  Patterson,  you  stop  that  I "  called  Betty, 
and  then  she  stopped  short.    "Jinks,  look  here!" 

Jinks  looked,  and  there  in  the  box  lay  the  puppy, 
blinking  his  eyes. 

"Jinks,  mother  will  be  angry.  How  do  you 
suppose  he  got  in  there?"  Jinks  shook  his  head, 
but  Mike  reached  in  the  box  and  carefully  drew 
Robin  Hood  out  by  the  skin  of  his  neck. 

"  There,  see  him  I "  cried  Jinks  excitedly. 
"  Mike  put  that  puppy  in  there  himself." 

Mike  had  the  puppy  out  on  the  ground  by  this 
time  and  was  racing  madly  around  him  while  the 
puppy  made  frantic  efforts  to  catch  him. 

"  Jinks,  hadn't  we  better  turn  around  and  take 
him  right  home?" 

Jinks  thought  a  moment.  "No;  now  that  he's 
here  I  don't  believe  your  mother  would  want  us 
to  bring  him  'way  back  again.  She'll  know  it 
wasn'v.  our  fault." 

"It's  Mike  that  will  have  to  be  spanked  this 
time,"  said  Betty,  clapping  her  hands. 

Jinks  threw  a  handful  of  soft  snow  at  the  puppy, 
picked  up  the  rope  again,  and  they  started  off, 
with  the  puppy  trailing  along  with  Mike. 

"  Betty,"  Jinks  said  suddenly  in  a  stage  whisper, 
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"  do  you  know,  the  puppy  has  never  been  chris- 
tened or  baptized?" 

"  And  we  could  do  it  to-day,  couldn't  we?  "  Betty 
immediately  chimed  in,  delighted  at  the  prospect 
of  being  a  part  of  such  a  novel  scheme. 

Jinks  had  a  most  important  air.  "  You  remem- 
ber when  father  was  telling  us  about  the  people 
who  were  baptized  in  the  river  in  the  winter? 
They  had  to  break  the  ice  to  put  them  in! " 

Betty  was  somewhat  awed  by  the  magnitude  of 
this  scheme.  ''We're  right  by  the  river,  aren't 
we?"  she  asked. 

Jinks  picked  the  puppy  up  in  his  arms.  "  Come 
on,  Betty,  let's  do  it  now." 

The  puppy,  or  Robin  Hood,  as  he  was  soon  to 
be,  was  quite  willing  to  be  picked  up,  because  his 
feet  were  cold.  But,  poor  puppy,  he  had  no  idea 
of  what  was  in  store  for  him. 

Mike,  much  interested,  trotted  along  beside,  and 
Betty,  somewhat  fearful,  dragged  the  sled. 

"  Jinks,"  she  called,  "  I'm  afraid  it  will  make  the 
puppy  sick." 

''Why,  of  course  it  won't,  Betty.  Weren't  all 
those  people  put  into  the  water  when  there  was 
ice  on  it?    And  none  of  them  was  sick." 
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\Vhoii  they  got  to  the  edge  of  the  river,  Jinks 
halted. 

"  You  take  the  puppy,  Betty,  while  I  find  some- 
thing to  break  the  ice  with." 

Betty  cuddled  the  fat  puppy  up  in  her  arms 


mrnmM. 


"  Oh,  Jinkti,  don't  do  it  again!  " 

and  kissed  him,  while  Jinks,  with  great  difficulty, 
broke  a  hole  in  the  ice. 

"  I'm  awfully  sorry,  Robin  Hood,  but  you  really 
ought  to  be  baptized,  you  know." 

Jinks  took  the  puppy  by  the  neck  and  lowered 
him  into  the  ice-cold  water. 

"  Puppy,  your  name  is  now  Robin  Hood,"  he 
said  solemnly. 
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Robin  t  ;  howled  as  Jinks  lowered  him  again, 
and  Mike  growled  in  sjinpathy. 

"Oh,  Jinks,  don't  do  it  again.  He's  so  cold," 
cried  Betty. 

"No"  — Jinks  shook  his  head  — "he  won't  be 
properly  christened  unless  he's  put  in  three 
times." 

But  in  her  anxiety  for  the  puppy,  Betty  jiggled 
Jinks'  arm,  and  poor  Robin  Hood  fell  into  the 
water  with  a  splash  and  disappeared  from  view 
under  the  ice.  Jinks  felt  frantically  around  in  the 
water  for  the  fat  little  body,  but  his  fingers  touched 
only  the  icy  water.  Mike  yelped  and  jumped  up 
and  down,  excitedly,  and  the  tears  gathered  in 
Betty's  eyes. 

Jinks  stood  up.  "Oh,  Betty,  isn't  it  dreadful? 
We  must  get  him." 

"  Poor  Robin  Hood,"  Betty  cried. 

Jinks  took  her  hand.  "Come  on!  Let's  run 
back  to  the  road.  Perhaps  we'll  find  a  man  to 
come  back  and  chop  the  ice." 

Breathless,  they  raced  across  the  field  and  up 
the  road.  But  there  was  no  one  in  sight,  and 
although  Jinks  explored  every  little  bypath  and 
branching  road,  the  whole  world  seemed  deserted. 
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Betty  cried  all  the  way,  and  Jinks  had  to  swal- 
low hard  at  every  step,  until  at  last  Betty*s  home 
loomed  up  before  them.  They  raced  into  the 
house,  and  back  to  the  kitchen  to  Mrs.  Ramsey. 

"  Mother,  mother,"  Betty  cried.  "  We  baptized 
Robin  Hood,  and  he  dropped  into  the  water,  and 
now  he's  drowning.  You  must  come  and  get  him 
out." 

Betty  burst  into  sobs,  and  even  Jinks  couldn't 
keep  the  tears  back. 

Mrs.  Ramsey  hurried  away  for  her  coat.  "  Poor 
Robin  Hood!  It*s  too  late,  but  I'll  go  anyway.*' 
She  followed  the  children  up  the  road,  while, 
between  sobs,  they  told  her  all  about  the  baptism. 

They  ha<l  gone  back  half  the  distance  when  they 
saw  two  little  specks  far  off  dow^n  the  road.  As 
they  drew  closer.  Jinks  was  sure  one  of  the  objects 
was  Mike.  They  went  another  sixty  yards  and 
then  Jinks  shouted: 

"It's  Robin  Hoodl  It's  Robin  Hood!  I  know  it 
is.    Mike  has  rescued  him! " 

They  raced  ahead,  and,  sure  enough,  there  were 
Mike  and  Robin  Hood  trotting  sedately  along,  side 
by  side.  Mike's  shoulders  and  head  were  all  wet, 
and  Robin  Hood  was  covered  with  little  icicles. 
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He  looked  very,  very  cross.  He  refused  to  pay 
any  attention  to  Jinks  and  Betty,  and  ran  straight 
to  Mrs.  iJamsey.  She  picked  him  up  and  wrapped 
him  in  her  coat. 

"  You  have  been  very  cruel  to  the  doggie,  Jinks 
and  Betty,  and  I  don't  blame  him  at  all  for  being 


Robin  Uood  looked  very,  very  cross. 


cross  with  you.  Let's  hurry  home  now  and  give 
him  a  hot  bath  and  some  hot  milk,  and  wrap  him 
up  in  blankets.    Perhaps  then  he  won't  be  sick." 

Jinks  and  Betty  walked  home  very  soberly,  and 
when  Robin  Hood  had  been  made  comfortable  and 
had  finally  gone  to  sleep,  Betty  took  her  mother's 
hand. 
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"  Mother,  we  ought  to  be  punished  for  being  so 
naughty  to  Robin  Hood! " 

Mrs.  Ramsey  put  an  arm  around  each  child. 
"  After  this,  you  nuist  consider  how  you  would  like 
to  be  treated  before  you  do  anything  to  Mike  or 
Robin  Hood.  I  think  you've  been  punished  enough 
already.  There  is  just  one  thing  you  must  do,  and 
that  is  make  Robin  Hood  like  you  again.  He's 
very  cross  with  you  now.  For  the  next  three  days 
you  must  think  first  of  Robin  Hood  in  everything. 
You  must  see  that  he  gets  his  hot  milk  every  hour, 
and  that  he  does  not  get  uncovered,  and  that  the 
room  is  kept  hot  enough  for  him.  Whenever  he 
needs  anything,  no  matter  what  you  are  doing, 
you'll  have  to  give  it  uj)  for  him." 

Jinks  and  Betty  looked  at  each  other  and  both 
heaved  a  big  sigh.  That  was  easy!  They  were 
only  too  glad  to  have  the  chance  to  be  nice  to 
Robin  Hood. 
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Jinks  Organizes  an  Adventure 

It  all  happened  because  Betty's  father  had 
bought  her  a  Canifj-Fire  Girl's  suit  as  the  nicest 
kind  of  a  valentine,  and  she  and  Jinks  simply  had 
to  celebrate  fittingly.  They  had  raced  fioni  the 
drug-store,  where  they  had  gone  for  a  penny's 
worth  of  fruit  drops,  to  ahnost  the  other  end  of 
town,  and  there  they  found  the  .gypsies— a  whole 
tribe  of  them. 

Their  tents  were  all  down,  their  fires  out,  and 
the  horses  harnessed  to  their  four  big  cjinvas- 
covered  wagons.  They  were  off  for  the  big  worhl 
beyond  the  valley.  Suddenly,  Jinks  grabbed 
Betty's  arm. 

"Betty,  I  know  what  would  be  fun.  You're  a 
little  Camj)-Fire  Girl  now,  so  that  you're  very 
brave.  Let's  pretend  that  the  gypsies  steal  you, 
and  I'll  come  and  rescue  you." 

"Oh,    Jinks!"    Betty    exclaimed,    shrinking    a 
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little  from  .such  a  severe  test  of  her  praised 
courage. 

"Go  on,  Betty!"  Jinks  gave  her  a  little  push. 
"  You  run  and  jump  into  that  last  wagon  and  hide 
under  the  old  quilts  there.  Watch  out,  now,  so 
that  no  one  sees  you." 

Betty  ran,  and,  jumping  up  on  the  step,  was  in 
the  wagon  and  snuggled  down  under  the  quilts  in 
no  time.  One  of  the  gypsies,  who  was  walking  at 
one  side  of  the  wagon,  turned  away  to  attend  to 
his  unruly  horse,  just  in  time. 

As  soon  as  Betty  was  well  hidden.  Jinks  turned 
around  and  ran  back  home,  Mike  flying  along 
behind  him.  Once  home,  he  hurried  up  into  his 
own  room  and  dragged  out  all  his  war  trappings, 
air-gun,  wooden  sword,  feather  headdress,  and 
the  big  spiked  bulldog's  collar  that  he  had  found 
one  day  and  that  was  now  Mike's  special  property 
on  all  such  occasions  as  these. 

He  dragged  everything  down  to  the  woodshed, 
calling  to  Mike  and  Robin  Hood  as  he  went,  and 
there  he  fitted  them  out,  Mike  with  his  spiked 
collar,  and  Kobin  Hood  with  some  very  warlike 
feathers,  one  set  behind  one  ear  and  the  other 
sticking  up  from  his  tail. 
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Some  way  or  other  it  all  took  an  awful  long 
time,  and  Jinks,  after  stuffing  his  pockets  with 
bread  and  some  nuts  and  apples  he  found  in  the 
cellar,  hurried  off,  a  little  bit  anxious  about  losing 
the  trail. 

In  the  meantime,  what  had  happened  to  Betty? 
For  nearly  an  hour  she  lay  under  the  blankets, 
and  then,  her  legs  beginning  to  cramp,  she  stirred 
around  and  poked  her  head  out  from  the  back. 
But  she  drew  it  in  again  quickly.  A  huge, 
swarthy-faced  gypsy,  who  looked  as  if  he  would 
not  at  all  approve  of  little  girls,  was  walking 
within  a  couple  of  feet  of  her.  She  began  to  be 
a  little  afraid.  She  took  a  tiny  look  at  the  man 
again.  He  had  big  black  eyebrows  and  very  small 
))lack  ferrety  eyes.  It  was  dreadful  of  Jinks  to 
be  so  long.  She  might  be  able  to  get  down  off 
the  wagon  and  run  away  without  being  seen,  but 
it  would  be  just  as  frightening  to  be  off  alone  in 
that  bleak  country,  and  she  did  not  know  the  way 
home.  She  wondered,  miserably,  if  perhaps  the 
gyi>sies  wouldn't  find  her  until  it  was  dark.  She 
shivered.  That  was  too  fearful  a  thought.  She 
slipped  one  foot  out  of  the  blanket  and  then 
another.    Then  she  stood  up. 


Chapter  Six 


"  Please,  Mr.  Gypsy,  won't  you  take  me  home?  " 

The  gypsy  stared  astonished  into  what  he 
supposed  was  an  empty  wagon. 

"  Well,  well!  "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  that  wasn't 
at  all  the  growl  Betty  had  expected,  "  where  did 
you  come  from?" 

lie  talked  quite  like  real  folks,  Betty  decided. 

"You  stole  me,  and  Jinks  was  going  to  rescue 
uie,  and  he  hasn't  come  yet,"  and  Betty  ended  in 
a  low  wail. 

"We  stole  you?"  he  asked,  puzzled. 

"We  were  just  pretending,"  sobbed  Betty. 

"And  I  suppose  your  folks'U  be  after  us, 
hot-foot,  for  you,  saying  we  took  you." 

He  strode  to  a  group  of  his  fellow  gypsies  walk- 
ing beside  one  of  the  front  wagons.  Betty  could 
see  them  talking  earnestly  together.  Thin,  finally, 
all  the  wagons  stopped,  and  several  of  the  women 
and  children  came  back  and  peered  in  at  Betty, 
who  was  shivering  with  fright. 

At  last,  the  wagons  started  on  again,  })ut  not 
back  toward  Betty's  home,  as  she  had  ho])ed. 
Betty  was  crying  now  —  the  tears  wouldn't  stay 
hidden  any  longer  —  and  she  wondered  if  every- 
body would  think  she  was  dead,  and  how  big  she 
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would  be  before  ever  she  saw  her  dear  mother 
again. 

Finally,  the  wagons  turned  off  the  main  road, 
stopped  again,  and  the  gypsy  to  whom  Betty  had 
spoken  told  her  gruffly  to  jump  down.  He  handed 
her  a  huge  broken  i>ieee  of  bread  and  some  meat, 
and  pointed  out  the  main  road  to  her.  "  Now,  you 
go  along  that  road,  little  girl,  until  you  come  to 
those  houses.  Ask  somebody  to  let  your  mother 
know  where  you  are.  And  mind  you  tell  the 
truth."  With  that  he  cluck-elucked  to  his  horses, 
and  the  caravan  started  off. 

All  this  time  Jinks  and  Mike  and  Robin  Hood 
had  been  trudging  on,  getting  more  tired  and 
more  tired  with  every  step.  Robin  Hood  had 
insisted  twice  already  on  being  carried.  He  had 
sat  stolidly  down  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  and 
refused  to  move  another  inch;  so,  of  course,  there 
was  nothing  to  do  but  pick  him  up.  Jinks'  gun 
and  sword  were  heavy,  also,  and  then,  too,  he  had 
another  burden.  He  had  been  eating  his  bread 
and  Clacking  some  of  his  walnuts,  when  he  heard 
Mike  bark.  Jinks  turned  quickly  and  there  was 
a  little  squirrel,  very  lean  and  hungry-looking, 
scampering  along  the  side  of  the  road.   Every  time 
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Jinks  cracked  a  nut,   the  squirrel  stopped  and 
looked  wistful.     Jinks  caught  Mike's  collar  just 
in  time.    Robin  Hood,  too  weary  to  be  more  than 
mildly  interested,  had  already  sat  down. 
"Mike   Patterson,   you  sit  right  there   beside 
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Jinks  ami  Mike  and  linhin  Hood  truducd  on. 

Robin  Hood,  and  don't  you  dare  move!"  cried 
Jinks. 

Then  he  walked  on  slowly,  cracked  a  nut,  and 
held  it  out  to  the  squirrel.  Little  Miss  Squirrel 
stopped  and  watched  he^sitatingly.     Jinks  came 
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closer,  and  held  out  the  nut  to  her.  She  snatched 
it  and  ran  off  to  eat  it.  But  soon  she  was  back 
again  and  braver  this  time.  After  three  or  four 
trips,  she  even  allowed  herself  to  be  picked  up. 
Jinks  emptied  one  of  his  coat  pockets  of  every- 
thing but  the  nuts  and  put  Miss  Squirrel  in  there 
to  eat  to  her  heart's  content.  Then  he  started  on, 
walking  very  carefully  so  as  not  to  frighten  her. 

He  could  easily  follow  the  gypsies'  trail  because 
of  the  large  ruts  made  by  their  heavy  wagons,  but 
he  began  to  be  afraid  for  Betty.  They  might 
really  steal  her.  He  walked  faster  and  faster, 
almost  running  finally,  but  still  the  low  flat  ruts 
went  on  in  endless  parallel  lines. 

The  gypsies  had  a  couple  of  hours'  start  of  him, 
but,  in  time,  he  came  to  where  the  ruts  turned  ofP 
from  the  main  road.  He  turned,  too,  and  went  on 
unhesitatingly.  Betty  might  be  in  danger  that 
wasn't  "just  pretend  "  now,  and  he  had  to  rescue 
her  as  soon  as  possible. 

His  teet  hurt  him,  his  ai-ms  ached  from  carrying 
Robin  Hood,  and  he  felt  damp  and  cold.  He  set 
Robin  Hood  down  gingerly,  fearful  of  disturbing 
the  squirrel,  who  had  snuggled  down  contentedly 
in  his  warm  pocket.    "  Now,  RoI)in  Hood  Ramsey, 
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I  don't  carry  you  another  stc'i).  You're  a  lazy 
dog,  and  I'm  sure  that  I'm  just  exactly  as  tired 
as  you  are." 

It  was  nearly  dark  when  he  finally  came  upon 
the  gypsy  camp.  They  had  already  built  their 
fires,  some  of  the  tents  were  up,  and  the  horses, 
free  of  their  harness,  were  eating  their  oats.  The 
four  wagons  were  there,  but  in  which  one  Betty 
was  concealed  Jinks  could  not  decide.  He  tied  a 
rope  to  both  Mike  and  Robin  Hood,  so  that  they 
could  not  wander  out  into  the  open  and  disclose 
his  whereabouts,  and  then  he  hid  himself  in  some 
bushes  to  wait  for  dark  to  come. 

The  light  gradually  faded  and  the  dancing  red 
beams  from  the  fires  grew  brighter,  but  still  not 
fast  enough  to  keej)  pace  with  the  growing  stiff- 
ness and  cold  in  Jinks'  legs.  He  had  hard  work, 
too,  keeping  the  dogs  still.  Mike  had  barked 
once,  and  Robin  Hood  had  howled  twice. 

At  last  he  decided  hat  it  was  safe  to  recon- 
noiter,  at  least.  One  wagon,  wliich  was  more  or 
less  deserted,  he  explored  without  difficulty. 
There  was  no  B-  tty  in  it.  Then,  into  the  dark 
depths  of  two  of  the  others  he  finally  managed  to 
peer  long  enough  to  make  sure  they,  too,  were 
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untenanted.  But,  the  fourth  was  constantly  sur- 
rounded, so  that  there  was  not  the  slightest  chance 
to  get  near  it. 

He  decided  that  Betty  must  be  in  that,  and  that 
he  would  have  to  fight  to  get  to  her.  He  went 
back  to  the  bushes,  untied  Mike  and  Robin  Hood, 
took  his  pop-gun  in  one  hand  and  his  sword  in  the 
other,  and  was  just  ready  to  make  a  wild  dash 
when  he  heard  a  horse's  fast  galloping  hoofs  and 
saw  a  buggy  come  tearing  into  the  camp.  There 
were  two  men  in  it,  and,  although  Jinks  rubbed 
his  eyes  in  amazement,  he  recognized  one  of  them 
as  his  father.  Mike  jumped  awiy  from  him  with 
a  glad  bark,  and  a  second  later  he,  too,  tumbled 
out  of  his  hiding-place  and  ran  to  his  father. 
Betty  r;ould  be  surely  rescued  now,  he  thought, 
thankfully,  and  there  would  be  no  danger  of  any- 
one's getting  hurt.  He  and  Mike  were  old  enough 
to  take  care  of  themselves,  but  Robin  Hood  was 
too  young  to  have  had  any  experience  in  fighting 
yet. 

Jinks'  father  caught  him  in  his  arms.  "Jinks, 
laddie,  then  you  are  here!  Are  you  sure  you're 
all  right?" 

Jinks  snuggled  close  to  his  father.    "  Yes,  but, 
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father,  quick,  you  must  get  P'^' 
dark  wagon  there!" 

Mr.  Patterson  hfted  the  boy  up  and  put  him  in 
the  buggy. 

"Betty's  safe  at  home,  and  has  been  for  two 
incurs.  Come,  we'll  put  you  all  in  the  buggy, 
yiike   ir.;  Hobin  Hood  are  mighty  tired,  too,  I 

T  oth  ,  man,  whom  Jinks  recognized  as  the 
vj.ii  Tinrsnal,  scrambled  in  quickly,  and  they 
t  !  Hi;)  ba  k  toward  home.  On  the  way  Jinks' 
t-^itht'  .oM  him  how  worried  they  had  been,  and 
.' '  .  soMc  one  had  telephoned  from  Wayville  that 
Betty  was  there,  and  that  when  Betty  exi>lained 
Jinks  was  going  to  rescue  her,  they  had  come  after 
the  gJT)sies  at  once.  And  then  Jinks'  father  told 
him  it  had  not  been  at  all  considerate  of  him  to 
put  Betty  in  so  much  danger. 

Jinks  felt  ashamed  of  himself,  because,  although 
he  hadn't  thought  about  it  in  just  that  way  before, 
he  knew  his  father  was  right. 

"Father,"  h.  said  finally,  very  much  embar- 
rassed, "  I  got  a  squirrel  to-day.  She's  very  tame. 
I'm  going  to  give  her  to  Betty.  Don't  you  think 
she  would  like  to  have  her?" 
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Father  said  "Yes,"  anl  then  he  wrapped  Jmks 
up  securely  in  his  warm  coat,  and  when  they  got 
home  Jinks  and  Mike  and  Robin  Hood,  and  even 
the  squirrel,  were  all  sound  asleep. 
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CHAPTER  7 

Jinks'  New  Suit 

Robin  Hood  had  a  new  swcatc^r.    It  was  a  very 
gorgeous  green-and-white  striped  one  that  Betty's 
grandmother  had  crocheted.    It  luid  arrived  that 
morning,  all  done  up  in  tissue-jjaper  and  tied  with 
green  ribbons,  aiul  addressed  to   "Robin   Hood 
Ramsey,    rare    of    Miss    Betty    Ramsey."    Betty 
called  Jinks  to  show  it  to  him,  and  then  they 
hunted  up  Robin  Hood  immediately.    Robin  Hood 
was  in  the  woodshed;  and  although  he  was  quite 
willing  to  l)e  put  into  this  surprising  new  gar- 
ment. Jinks  had  first  to  run  and  get  the  scrubbing- 
brush  to  dust  him  off  — Betty  did  not  want  the 
new  sweater  soiled. 

They  squeezed  him  into  it;  and  although  it  was 
a  trifie  tight  for  him,  he  looked  very  spick  and 
span.  The  green  was  most  beccmiiug  l«)  his  brown 
<'yes. 

Mike  «'ame   running  in   and   gazed  at   him  in 
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astonishment  for  a  moment.  Then,  before  Jinks 
could  prevent  him,  he  rolled  Robin  Hood  over, 
right  in  all  the  dust  and  shavings.  The  indignant 
Robin  Hood  was  too  bundled  up  to  protest  very 
effectively,  but  Jinks  spanked  Mike  gently  for 

him. 

Betty  looked  thoughtfully  at  Mike.  "Jinks, 
it's  a  shame  Mike  hasn't  a  sweater.  He'll  be 
jealous.  You've  got  your  new  Boy-S<*out  suit,  and 
Robin  Hood  has  his  new  suit.    H»'s  the  only  one 

left  out." 
Jinks  measured  Mike  with  his  eye.    "  Father's 

sweater  might  tit  him." 

"Jinks,  Mike  would  look  awfully  well  in  black. 
Let's  try  your  black  suit  on  hiiu.    It  would  look 

fine." 
"But  1  have  to  wear  it  this  aftemoon,  Betty, 

to  that  party." 

"But  we'll  only  put  it  on  him  for  a  few 
minutes,  just  to  see  how  funny  he  looks.  He 
won't  hurt  it." 

"I  bet  it  vill  just  tit."  Jinks'  momentary  anx- 
iety over  tlic  fate  of  his  best  black  suit  was  aln-ady 
gone.    "  You  keep  Mike  here  vvliile  I  see  if  1  can 

get  it." 
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"  Bring  some  big  safety-pins,"  Betty  called  after 
bim. 

In  five  minutes  he  was  back,  carrjing  the  suit 
carefully  hidden  in  the  bundle  of  newspapers  in 
his  arms. 


"  What  shall  tic  do  with  them  how?  "  asked  Betty. 

The  trousers  fitted  Uike  beautifully,  except 
just  in  the  back,  where  his  short  stubby  tail  stood 
up  straight,  and  the  coat,  although  a  little  large, 
looked    very    well    when    pinned   ovei-    with    the 
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safety-pins.  Jinks  tried  to  tie  his  tail  down  to 
make  tlie  tronseis  fit  better,  l)ut  Mike  soon  wrig- 
gled it  into  evidence  again.  Then  Betty  found 
an  old  red  woolen  hood  of  liers,  which  she  tied 
under  ^[ike's  chin,  and  he  was  finished.  Mike  had 
stood  very  still  during  the  dressing  process,  and 
now  he  moved  around  sedately  just  as  if  he  knew 
he  was  very  nuich  dresse<l  up. 

"What  shall  we  do  with  them  now?"  asked 
Betty,  straightening  one  of  Robin  Hood's  stripes. 

"  Let's  take  them  for  a  walk."  Jinks  looked  out 
of  the  door  cautiously.  "  Let's  get  out  now,  while 
mother  isn't  looking.  8he  miglit  think  he'd  hurt 
the  suit." 

The  four  slipped  out  of  the  shed  without  being 
seen,  Mike  and  Bobin  Hood  walking  gravely  along, 
side  by  side,  and  were  soon  on  the  village  street. 
The  dogs  were  very  well-behaved,  except  that 
Mike  seenu'd  very  nuuh  tcmcerned  over  the  dis- 
appearajice  ol  his  tail,  aiul  Robin  Hood  acted  as 
if  his  sweater  prickled  him. 

They  liatl  gone  only  a  couple  of  blocks  from 
honu',  however,  when  in  the  <listance,  racing 
toward  them,  Jinks  espied  Bangs,  the  black- 
smith's <log,  who  had  a  reputation  for  killing  more 
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chickens  and  being  in  more  fights  than  any  three 
dogs  in  town. 

"  Bangs! "  Jinks  exclaimed  in  horror.  "  He  and 
Mike  always  fight." 

Betty  took  hold  of  Mike's  bonnet-strings,  and 
tried  to  draw  him  toward  home,  but  Mike  was  not 
accustomed  to  moving  his  legs,  hamjiered  as  they 
now  were,  and  he  refused  to  progress  at  any  fastei- 
gait  than  was  comfoi-tahle  for  him. 

"Bangs  is  coming  closer  and  closer,"  Betty 
I)anted.    "  What  shall  we  do  ? " 

Jinks  watched  Bangs'  Hying  legs.  "We  can't 
get  away  now.    Perhaps  we  can  undress  Mike." 

Betty  pulled  off  his  bonnet  and  Jinks  tried  to 
get  the  coat  off,  but  the  safety-pins  were  too  firmly 
l)inned,  and  before  even  one  of  them  was  undone 
Bangs  had  arrived. 

"  Oh!  "  Betty  screamed.    "  Robin  Hood!  " 

Robin  Hood,  in  his  green  stiir>es,  was  of  much 
more  interest  to  Bangs  than  Mike,  and  he  imme- 
diately tried  to  investigate  this  new  and  strange 
kind  of  dog  by  taking  a  bite  from  him.  Betty 
danced  around  the  surprised  Robin  HkmI  in 
despair.  "Jinks!  Jinks!  Robin  Hoo<rs  so  little, 
Bangs '11  kill  him!" 
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But  Mike  had  other  plans  for  Robin  Hood  than 
an  untimely  death.  He  struggled  loose  from 
Jinks'  hands,  and,  still  clad  in  Jinks*  black  suit, 
made  a  leap  for  Bangs.  Bangs  let  go  his  mouthful 
of  sweater  and  skin  which  he  had  been  trying  to 
shake  loose  from  Robin  Hood's  back,  and  turned 
to  defend  himself. 

The  color  left  Jinks'  ruddy  cheeks.  What  would 
father  say  ?  "  Betty,"  he  cried,  "  they  won't  either 
«»f  them  stop  until  they're  tired." 

"(.'an't  we  pull  them  ai)artr'  questioned  Betty 
hoi>efully. 

"  Bangs  would  eat  us  up  if  we  tried  it.  Wliat 
do  you  suppose  father '11  say?  That  suit  was  to 
last  me  all  year,  for  good." 

"  Perhai)s  Mike  '11  be  careful  of  it."  But,  even 
as  Betty  si)oke,  there  was  a  prolonged  rending 


»> 


and  Bangs  had  the  front  of  Jinks'  coat  down  on 
the  ground. 

Betty  put  her  hands  over  her  ears.  "  Oh,  dear, 
what  will  your  father  do?" 

Jinks  had  no  time  for  words.  He  rushed  to  a 
pud<Ut'  at  the  side  of  the  street,  and,  tilling  his 
hat  with  wat<*r,  rushed  bn<'k  to  pour  it  on  the  dogs. 
But  it  had  no  etfect  whatever.     Piece  by  piece, 
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Bangs  was  getting  the  suit  off  Mike.  It  was  not 
until  Jinks  thought  to  catch  hold  of  Bangs'  tail 
and  twist  it  that  he  let  go  and  hacked  away.  Then 
Betty  and  Jinks  both  grabbed  Mike  and  ran  off 


Can't  irr  pull  (Inm  apart*  "  c,iv,l  l!,llii. 

down  the  street,  witJi  Kobin  Hood,  kecj.jng  up 
with  difficulty,  puffing  alonu-  hvhwul  When  they 
had  turned  the  corner,  Jinks  stopped. 

"You  hold  the  dogs,  Betty,  and  I'll   go  back 
after  my  suit." 
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As  they  walked  home,  Betty  proposed  that  they 
take  the  suit  into  the  woodshed  and  get  some 
needles  and  thread.  "  Perhaps  we  can  sew  it  up, 
so  the  tears  won't  show,"  she  said  encouragingly. 

They  sewed  for  an  hour,  and  finally  got  all  the 
pieces  attached,  although  Betty  viewed  the  suit 
disdainfully.  "You  know,  you  don't  sew  at  all 
nice,"  she  conii)lained,  examining  Jinks'  long, 
uneven  stitches. 

Jinks  went  in  to  luncheon  with  a  sinking  heart, 
and  when  his  mother  ottered  to  help  him  dress  for 
the  party  later,  he  answered  quickly:  "  I  think  I 
can  got  along  all  right  alone,  mother." 

But  discovery  had  to  come,  and  his  mother's 
cry  of  astonishment  greeted  him  as  he  came  down- 
stairs. "Well,  you  see,  mother,  Mike  had  it  on, 
and  he  got  into  a  tight  with  Bangs.  But  Betty  and 
I  sewed  it  up  a  good  deal." 

Naturally,  mother  had  many  things  to  say,  but 
she  finally  sent  him  off,  just  as  he  was,  with  a 
warning  to  rememlK'r  tliat  he  would  have  to  tell 
father  about  it  that  night. 

With  Betty  beside  him,  Jinks  started  most 
im willingly  down  the  street.  It  was  bad  enough 
to  have  to  face  his  mother  in  his  tattered  clothes, 
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but  a  whole  roomful  of  ridiculing  hoys  and  girls 
was  worst".  And  when,  deprived  of  their  coats, 
they  walked  side  by  side  into  the  living-room,  the 
remarks  that  greeted  them  were  as  uneomforting 
as  he  had  expected.  Jinks  took  possession  of  the 
most  inconspicuous  chair  and  answered  as  shortly 


A  whole  roomful  of  ridiiuiiiKi  boifs  and  nuh. 

as    was    iwlite    in   a   party   atmosjihere    all    the 
questions  as  to  his  tattered  suit. 

Then,  suddenly,  an  i<h'a  stru<k  him.  "  Say,  you 
fellows,"  he  remarked  casually  to  the  group 
around  him,  "  1  hct  you  can't  imagine  h«.w  funny 
Robin  Hood  looks  in  his  new  sweater.     It's  all 
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green-and-white  striped.  And  some  of  the  stripes 
run  around  and  some  up  and  down.  And  it's  the 
only  dog  sweater  in  town."  He  paused  for  breath. 
"If  you  want  to  know  how  to  make  your  dog  a 
sweater,  you'll  have  to  come  and  look  at  Robin 
Hood's." 

"  We'll  go  round  home  with  you  to-night,"  was 
the  unanimous  answer. 

"  No,"  Jinks  remarked  with  a  grandiloquent  air. 
"  It'll  cost  you  a  penny  a  look,  and  he  won't  be  on 
exhibition  until  to-morrow  afternoon." 

Then  he  grabbed  Betty  excitedly  and  whispered 
into  her  ear:  "And,  perhaps  we  can  find  some 
other  things  to  exhibit,  and  we'll  charge  'em  a 
nickel,  and  that'll  help  pay  for  my  suit." 
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Jinks'  and  Betty's  Fat-Stock  Show 

Jinks  and  Betty  had  been  so  pleased  with  the 
success  of  their  last  venture,  a  show  where  Robin 
Hood  in  his  green  sweater  had  been  exhibited  as 
the  chief  feature,  that,  for  a  week  now,  they 
had  been  conjuring  their  brains  for  a  similar 
attraction. 

"  We  might  have  a  circus,"  offered  Jinks,  dig- 
ging his  toes  into  the  soft  spring  ground  at  the 
side  of  the  walk. 

"But  I  can't  do  anything  but  turn  a  somer- 
sault," objected  Betty. 

"There's  those  rabbits  father  bought  us  last 
week.  Perhai)s  we  could  do  something  with 
them." 

Betty  was  lost  in  thought.  "Jinks,  \'ou  know 
when  we  went  to  the  County  Fair  last  year,  they 
had  a  Fat-Stock  Show." 

Yes,  but  we  haven't  any  pig,"  objected  Jinks. 
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Betty  pointed  to  the  woodshed.  "But  we've 
dogs,  and  rabbits,  and  a  squirrel,  and  perhaps 
we  eould  find  some  others." 

Jinks  turned  a  handspring,  as  he  suddenly  saw 
the  possibilities.  "And  we  could  feed  them  up. 
Let's  begin  right  away.  We'll  get  stuff  that  will 
fatten  them  quickest."  Jinks  was  already 
planning. 

"  I  sui)pose  it'll  take  a  good  many  days.  I  wish 
we  could  have  it  this  afternoon." 

"Oh,  we  wouldn't  be  ready,"  Jinks  declared 
solemnly.  "  We've  got  to  fix  the  animals  up,  and 
print  circulars  to  let  the  children  know  a})out  the 
show,  and  build  a  lot  of  pens  to  show  them  off 


»» 
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lie  jumped  the  fence  as  he  si)oke.  "  There  goes 
that  old  sick  cat.  I'll  catch  him  for  the  Fat-Stock 
Show,  too." 

Betty  ran  off  to  see  how  nmch  milk  she  could 
manage  to  get  <laily  from  her  m<  her,  and  Jinks 
proiceded  to  investigate  the  supply  of  cabbages 
and  apples  and  carrots  stored  away  in  his  mother's 
cellar. 

They  gathered  all  the  animals  together  in  the 
woodshed,  including  Mike,  Robin  Ilood,  and  the 
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cat,  and  tied  them  down  to  stakes  in  the  floor,  so 
that  they  couldn't  exercise  enough  to  wear  off 
their  fat.  Alike  and  Robin  Hood  had  to  have  a 
rope  on  each  foot  to  subdue  them  sufficiently  — 
they  did  not  take  at  all  kindly  to  Ihis  curtailment 
of  their  liberty.  In  fact,  they  didn't  understand 
it  at  all. 

The  first  meal  was  quite  a  success.  The  cat, 
whom  they  immediately  named  "Fatty,"  in  the 
hope  that  her  name  would  inspire  her  to  greater 
efforts,  ate  up  two  large  bowlfuls  of  milk  before 
she  went  to  sleep  beside  her  stake.  Robin  Hood, 
although  he  first  smelled  suspiciously  at  the  milk 
which  was  presented  to  him  at  such  an  unusual 
time  in  the  morning,  drank  it  all  up;  and  even 
Mike,  although  he  had  long  ago  graduat(d  from 
milk,  disposed  of  a  generous  half  bowlful  with 
good  grace. 

The  third  morning,  however,  Jinks  and  Betty 
began  to  be  a  little  discouraged.  They  had  just 
come  in  from  leading  the  animals  around  the  barn 
for  their  morning  exercise.  Jinks  touched  Robin 
Hood's  sides.  "  You  can  see  how  much  fatter  he 
is  now,  Betty,  but  he  won't  keei>  it  if  he  doesn't 
eat  more."    Robin  Hood  had  not  been  so  tractable 
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since  Betty  had  had  the  idea  of  putting  raw  eggs 
into  all  his  milk. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  we'd  better  do  with  Mike, 
Betty,"  said  Jinks.    "Mother  won't  give  me  any 
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more  meat,  so  we'll  have  to  make  him  drink  more 
milk.    I'll  hold  him,  while  you  get  that  kerosene 
funnel  of  your  mother's,  and  we'll  pour  it  through 
that." 
When  Betty  came  back  with  the  funnel.  Jinks 
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held  Mike's  head  while  Betty  inserted  the  funnel 
in  his  mouth  and  poured  down  two  cupfuls  of 
milk.  Mike  struggled  and  choked,  but  the 
greater  part  finally  went  down,  much  to  Betty's 
satisfaction. 

In  the  intervals  between  their  labors  as  food- 
servers,  Jinks  built  an  inclosure  back  of  the  barn 
like  the  one  they  had  seen  at  the  Fair.  He  had 
an  aisle  down  the  center,  and  on  each  side  were 
the  stalls,  one  for  each  of  the  animals  entered. 
Betty  had  proposed  that  they  enter  themselves, 
too,  but  they  had  finally  decided  that  it  would  be 
too  short  a  time  in  which  to  fatten  up  sufficiently. 
While  Jinks  built  the  stalls,  Betty  busied  herself 
printing  posters  in  big  black  letters. 

She  had  to  write  the  first  one  over  and  over 
before  she  finally  decided  on  this  one: 

A    FAT-STOCK    SHOW 

WILL  BE   GIVEN   ON   NEXT 

SATURDAY    AFTERNOON 

BY  JINKS   PATTERSON 

AND    BETTY    RAMSEY 

BACK    OF    THE    BARN 

ONE    CENT    CHARGED 
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Finally,  the  morning  of  the  eventful  Saturday 
arrived.  Jinks  and  Betty  got  up  early  to  be  sure 
everything  was  ready,  and  that  the  animals  were 
in  fit  condition.  But  when  they  surveyed  the 
woodshed  it  was  easy  to  see  that  they  were  both 
distinctly  worried. 

Betty  patted  Robin  Hood.  He  was  lying  on  his 
back  with  his  legs  in  the  air.  "  Jinks,  do  you  sup- 
pose he's  all  right?  I  never  saw  Robin  Hood 
sleep  like  this  before." 

"Of  course!  He's  just  too  fat;  that's  all's  the 
matter  with  him." 

Mike,  too,  had  a  woe-begone  expression,  and 
made  no  attempt  to  kiss  Betty's  hand.  The  squir- 
rel and  the  cat  were  the  only  inmates  that  seemed 
to  be  cheerful  enough  to  enjoy  living. 

Jinks  picked  up  one  of  the  rabbits  and  looked 
it  over  critically.  "  You  know,  I  think  they've  all 
got  the  stomach-ache." 

That  worried  Betty.  "  Perhaps  we'd  better  give 
them  some  castor  oil." 

So  the  castor-oil  bottle  was  brought,  but  in  vain. 
Not  one  of  them  would  touch  a  drop  of  it.  Robin 
Hood,  who  had  been  awakened,  rolled  over  in 
disgust. 
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Betty  almost  wanted  to  cry.  "Jinks,  I  don't 
think  they're  a  bit  well,  and  the  rabbits  look  as 
if  they  were  going  to  die." 

Jinks  felt  somewhat  worried  himself.  "Well, 
when  I  get  a  cold,  mother  always  rubs  my  chest 
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"  Jinks,  I  don't  think  they're  a  bit  well." 

with  oil,  so,  perhaps  if  we  rub  their  stomachs 
with  this  it  would  help."  It  took  almost  an  hour 
to  get  all  their  stomachs  oiled,  and  it  used  up  the 
whole  bottle,  but  both  Jinks  and  Betty  felt  much 
relieved.  Then  another  hour  was  spent  in  getting 
them  into  their  ribbon  harness  and  bows.    When 
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the  audience  began  to  arrive,  however,  they  were 
all  in  their  stalls,  each  sitting  on  his  own  little 
bed  of  straw. 

A  half-hour  later,  while  the  guests  were  still 
coming,  Betty  came  running  up  to  Jinks,  who  ^^  as 
busily  taking  in  pennies. 


The  procession  of  wagons 

"  Jinks,"  she  whispered  tearfully,  "  the  rabbits 
are  all  turning  over." 

Jinks  hurried  back  after  her,  and,  true  enough, 
there  was  every  one  of  the  rabbits  lying  over  on 
his  side. 

"  Are  they  dead?  "  sobbed  Betty.    Jinks  picked 
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one  up,  with  his  hps  trembhng.  He  wished,  pri- 
vately, that  all  the  children  wouldn't  crowd  about 
him  so.  He  wanted  to  cry,  too,  or,  if  not  to  cry, 
at  least  to  feel  very  bad,  indeed. 

"They  aren't  dead,"  he  said,   "but   they  are 
awful  sick." 


raced  out  of  the  yard. 

"If  we'd  only  rubbed  in  more  castor-oil  I"  cried 
Betty. 

"Robin  Hood  and  Mike  are  all  right,  aren't 
they?"  Jinks  demanded. 

"  Yes,"  Betty  said  slowly,  "  but  they  don't  look 
very  well." 
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And  just  then  Robin  Hood  began  to  groan. 
Then  he  howled.  Then  he  lay  down  on  the  ground 
and  groaned  again.  Betty  pulled  Jinks'  arm. 
"  Jinks,  I  just  couldn't  stand  anything  happening 
to  Robin  Hood.  Let's  go  and  get  the  doctor  right 
away." 

Jinks,  although  he  hadn't  wanted  to  show  it 
before,  was  quite  as  anxious  as  Betty.  He  picked 
up  Robin  Hood,  who  hung  his  head  limply, 
grabbed  the  nearest  wagon,  which  was  all  deco- 
rated with  flowers  for  the  parade  that  was  to  come 
later,  and  gently  put  poor  suffering  Robin  Hood 
into  it. 

"  Mike  had  better  go,  too,"  advised  Betty.  So, 
together,  they  picked  up  Mike  and  bundled  him 
in  another  wagon.  The  other  children  helped 
and  the  rabbits  were  deposited  hastily  in  a  third 
wagon,  on  a  soft  bed  of  heaped-up  flowers  and 
leaves. 

"Hurry  up,  Betty,"  said  Jinks,  anxiously. 
"Robin  Hood  looks  pretty  bad  and  we  mustn't 
waste  a  minute." 

The  procession  of  wagons  raced  out  of  the  yard. 
It  was  over  a  mile  to  the  doctor's,  and  Betty  was 
sure  Robin  Hood  never  would  live  to  reach  him. 
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At  the  first  crossroad,  however,  they  saw  a  buggy 
approaching,  and  Jinks  recognized  the  doctor's 
rig.  "Hurry  up,  Doctor;  hurry  up  I"  he  shouted. 
"  Robin  Hood's  dying." 

The  doctor  jumped  out  of  his  buggy  and  looked 
at  the  animals. 

"  What  have  you  been  doing  to  them?  "  he  asked 
gravely, 

"We  wanted  to  make  them  fat  for  our  Fat- 
Stock  Show,  and  we  fed  them  all  the  milk  and 
cream  and  eggs  we  could,  and  we  kept  'em  chained 
up  in  the  woodshed,  and  then  we  rubbed  their 
stomachs  with  castor  oil."  Betty  was  in  such  a 
hurry  for  the  doctor  to  know  all  about  it  that  she 
stammered  and  stuttered. 

"  Can  you  save  them?  "  Jinks  asked. 

"I  think  so,"  the  doctor  answered,  and  Betty 
gave  a  great  sob  of  relief. 

"  You  run  along  home  and  leave  them  with  le. 
I'll  fix  them  up  with  something  right  now.  »nd 
then  I'll  take  care  of  them  for  a  couple  of  dt  " 
He  lifted  all  the  rabbits  into  the  back  of  his  b. 
helped  Mike  in  beside  him,  and  settled  R«  - 
Hood  in  his  lap. 

Then  he  looked  at  the  children  solemnly,  wi* 
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shook  his  head.  *  When  I  send  the  dogs  back," 
he  said,  "  I'll  write  out  a  diet  for  them,  and  you're 
never  to  give  them  one  thing  that  isn't  on  that 
list.  Remember  that!  I  don't  at  all  approve  of 
these  Fat-Stock  Shows  for  cats  and  dogs  and 
rabbits." 

Jinks  and  Betty  both  nodded  their  heads  obedi- 
ently. They  •  .ere  glad  Mike  and  Ro])in  Hood  and 
the  Rabbit  Family  were  going  to  be  cured,  but  it 
was  terrible  to  be  without  them  for  two  whole 
days. 


If   i 
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CHAPTER  9 

The  Tale  of  Five  Tubs 

Betty's  father  was  out  in  the  garden,  industri- 
ously setting  out  beds  of  old-fashioned  flowers, 
while  mother  and  Betty  and  Billy  and  Billy's 
mothei  looked  on.  Billy,  who  was  only  a  year 
old,  was  from  Boston,  and,  with  his  mother,  was 
visiting  at  Betty's  house. 

"  I  do  wish  I  could  make  the  wood  ferns  grow," 
said  Betty's  mother.  "I'd  get  some  from  the 
woods  and  plant  them  all  along  the  shady  side  of 
the  house,  and  then  no  one  in  town  would  have  a 
prettier  yard.  But,  someway,  I  never  have  been 
able  to  keep  them  alive  through  the  summer." 

"  Why  can't  you,  mamma?  "  said  Betty. 

"I  don't  know,  dearie.  They  just  don't  grow 
for  mother.  Katie  says  I  ought  to  see  the  ones 
they  have  at  home  and  I'd  be  encouraged  to  try 
again." 

Betty  pondered  this,   and   when   later  in  the 
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afternoon  her  mother,  and  Billy's  mother,  and 
Jinks'  mother  went  calling,  leaving  Billy  in  her 
charge,  she  went  out  to  the  kitchen  to  talk  it  over 
with  Katie. 

Sure,  Katie  said,  with  twinkle  in  her  eye,  she 
could  tell  just  what  would  make  mother's  ferns 
grow\  First,  they  nmst  be  gathered  in  the  dark 
of  the  moon. 

"What's  the  dark  of  the  moon,  Katie?"  asked 
Betty. 

"That's  nighttime,  darlin',"  answered  Katie. 
And,  next,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  chant  a 
charm  over  them.  You  look  a  big  iron  pot  and 
I»ut  it  over  a  wood  fire,  and  into  this  you  cast 
young  ])uds  of  the  sycan.ore  tree,  a  quart  of  soft 
spring-water,  a  four-inch-jnece  of  the  bark  of  an 
old  burr-tree,  a  teudei*  young  shoot  of  a  rose-bush, 
n  handful  of  wood  ashes,  one  dandelion  weed,  one 
slate  i>encil,  a  bit  of  old  leather,  and  one  posy  of 
any  fresh,  sweet  flower;  and  when  it  was  all  stirred 
together,  you  recited  a  wonderful  chant  —  which 
Katie  rei)eate(l,  slowly,  and  in  a  deep,  singsong 
voice,  to  Betty's  delight  —  and  then  you  i)ut  out 
the  fire  and  s])rinkled  the  contents  of  the  kettle 
over   the   ground   where   the   ferns   grew.    This, 

98 


Chapter  Nine 


f 


Katie  said,  would  endow  them  with  the  magic 
spirit  of  the  woods,  so  that  they  would  not  die 
when  trans])lanted  into  the  garden  of  a  human 
being. 

"  Sure,  why  wouldn't  that  make  the  stuol)ornest 
ferns  grow?" 

And  Betty  agreed  with  her.  She  slipped  out  of 
the  kitchen  and  ran  breathlessly  over  to  the  shed, 
where  Jinks  was  chopping  wood,  to  imi)art  all  this 
valuable  information  to  him. 

"Jinks,  let's  go  this  very  afternoon,"  she 
exclaimed.  "The  garden  ought  to  be  started 
right  away." 

Jinks  threw  down  his  hatchet.  "  It'll  be  great 
fun.  We'll  take  along  that  old  iron  pot  that's  in 
the  shed." 

"And  mother's  got  some  violets  in  the  living- 
room.    We'll  use  those  for  the  tlowers." 

Betty  stopped  midway  in  her  run  toward  home. 
"But  what  about  Billy?  I've  got  to  take  care  of 
him  this  afternoon." 

"Oh,  that's  easy,"  Jinks  shouted  back;  "we'll 
take  him  along  in  his  buggy,  aud  that'll  hold  the 
iron  pot,  too." 

In  half  an  hour  they  were  ready,  but,  .just  as 
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they  started  out  of  the  gate,  Betty  remembered 
her  responsilnlities.  "You  know,"  she  declared 
soleiniily,  "if  we  are  going  to  keep  Billy  out  in 
the  night  air,  he  ought  to  be  well  wrapped  up.  I'll 
take  the  blankets  off  my  bed,  and  off  mother's, 
and  you  get  yours  off  your  bed."  Mike  and  Robin 
Hood  were  left  in  charge  of  Billy  until  the  blan- 
kets arrived.  Then  one  was  wrapped  around 
Billy,  and  the  other  four  w^ere  put  under  the  pot 
for  use  when  night  arrived. 

They  pushed  out  of  the  gate  and  went  off  down 
the  road  toward  the  setting  sun  and  the  black, 
shadowed  woods.  They  walked  for  over  a  mile 
before  they  came  to  the  outskirts  of  the  army  of 
trees.  Then  they  left  the  road  to  trail  off  by  itself 
around  the  bend,  and  plunged  into  the  under- 
brush. It  was  hard  traveling  with  the  buggy;  but 
ferns  were  sby,  and  they  could  not  hope  to  find 
them  if  they  went  along  the  regular  path.  Trip- 
ping over  vines,  and  laboriously  breaking  branches 
to  let  the  buggy  through,  they  finally  came  to  a 
si)ace  where  two  or  three  trees,  cut  some  years 
before,  had  left  a  very  small  clearing.  The  over- 
locking  branches,  however,  and  an  abrupt  over- 
shadowing hillock  at  one  side,  made  it  dark  and 
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damp,  and  all  along  the  hillock's  sides  was  an 
abundance  of  the  little  sj^routing  ferns. 

Jinks  pointed  to  them  importantly.  "There 
they  are,'  he  cried.  "  Just  loads  of  them.  Enough 
for  the  whole  garden." 


They  marched  ,4oulij  and  snlniitdy  around  the  fire. 

The  iron  pot  was  unloaded,  and  while  Betty 
built  a  fire  with  the  sticks  she  and  Mike  and 
Robin  Hood  collected.  Jinks  fixed  up  four  heavy 
sticks  with  some  wire  from  his  pocket  to  form  a 
support  from  which  the  kettle  could  be  hung.    It 
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was  rapidly  growing  dark.  Jinks  lit  the  fire, 
which  soon  blazed  up  brightly;  then,  while  all 
stood  by  and  watched  the  solemn  ceremony,  Betty 
put  in  the  ingredients  one  by  one  with  the  proper 
chant;  first,  the  sycamore  buds,  to  make  the  ferns 
vigorous  and  healthy;  then  bits  of  old  leather  to 
make  them  strong;  then  the  bark  of  the  old  burr- 
oak  to  make  them  hardy;  then  the  tender  young 
shoot  of  the  rose-bush,  to  give  them  grace;  then 
the  dandelion  weed  to  grant  them  the  power  to 
withstand  weeds;  then  the  ashes  and  the  slate 
pencil,  to  fit  them  for  human  society,  and,  finally, 
the  violets,  to  make  them  sweet-tempered  and 
cheerful.  Over  all  Jinks  poured  the  quart  of  soft 
spring  water  so  they  would  be  welded  together. 
Then,  as  darkness  fell  and  only  the  red  light  of 
the  fire  lit  up  the  scene,  all  five  fonned  into  a 
procession  and  marched  solenmly  and  slowly 
around  the  fire,  Jinks  and  Betty  reciting  the  charm 
as  they  went.  First  came  Jinks,  then  Robin  Hood, 
then  Billy  in  pursuit  of  Robin  Hood's  tail,  then 
Betty,  holding  on  to  Billy's  dress,  so  that  he  would 
not  fall  down,  and,  finally,  Mike.  The  water  sim- 
mered, the  fire  ci-ackl"d,  and,  altogether,  it  was  a 
befittingly  imi)ressive  ceremony. 

102 


Chapter  Nine 


V 


When,  finally,  the  water  had  half  boiled  away 
and  the  fire  was  almost  out,  so  that  only  flickering 
shadows  danced  across  the  ground  instead  of  the 
red  fire  gleams.  Jinks  took  off  the  pot  and  he  and 
Betty  sprinkled  the  ground  with  the  mixture. 
Then  he  dug  up  the  ferns  and  packed  them  in  the 
iron  pot,  while  Betty  wrapped  Billy  in  his  blan- 
kets. She  had  two  around  him  when  she  stopped: 
"  Jinks,  you  know,  Billy  just  mustn't  catch  cold, 
and  it's  getting  a  little  chilly.  Perhaps  the 
blankets  won't  be  enough  to  keep  him  warm." 

Jinks  looked  at  her  doubtfully.  "  But  what  else 
can  we  do?" 

"When  I'm  cold  in  the  night,  mother  always 
comes  in  and  sleeps  with  me.  Perhaps  if  I  put 
Robin  Hood  in  with  him,  Robin  Hood  '11  keep  him 
warmer." 

Jinks  nodded  sagely,  "It  might  be  better." 
So  Robin  Hood  was  captured,  and  while  Jinks 
held  him  tight  against  Billy,  who  was  sitting  up 
in  the  buggy,  Betty  wrapped  five  blankets  around 
and  around  them.  It  -s  almost  more  than  the 
buggy  would  hold,  buv  hey  finally  managed  it. 
Robin  Hood  was  cross  and  sulky  over  his  new 
position,  but  Billy  gurgled  in  delight. 
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Then  they  started  home,  but  the  woods  were 
pitch  dark  and,  finally,  Betty,  who  was  ahead, 
while  Jinks  pushed  Billy  and  Robin  Hood  in  the 
buggy,  turned  around. 

"  Jinks,"  she  whispered,  "  I  don't  know  which 
way  to  go  any  more." 

Jinks  did  not  know  either,  but  he  tried  to 
persuade  himself  he  did,  and  said  bravely,  "I 
think  it's  over  that  way." 

Betty  turned  o])ediently  in  the  new  direction, 
and  silently  the  little  procession  moved  on.  But 
it  was  soon  evident  that  this  new  direction  was 
wrong  also.  At  the  first  small  clearing  they  came 
to,  Jinks  stopped.  His  ai*ms  were  getting  more 
tired.  "Betty,  I  just  can't  wheel  this  buggy 
another  inch.    And  we're  lost! " 

Betty's  lips  quivered.  "  Oh,  Jinks! "  She  came 
close  to  him.  "  Do  you  think  anything  '11  hurt 
us?" 

"No;  but  we  ought  to  get  Billy  home." 

"  Do  you  sui)pose  we'll  ever  find  our  way  home. 
Jinks?  "  She  was  determined  not  to  cry,  but  she 
wanted  to  very  much. 

"Of  course  we  will."  Jinks  wasn't  so  sure 
inside,  but  he  wasn't  going  to  let  Betty  know 
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that.     "I'll   tell   you    what.     Billy   and    Robin 
Hood  are  so  heavy,  let's  leave  'em  here  a  minute, 
while  you  and  Mike  and  I  see  if  we  can't  find  the 
road.    Then  we'll  come  back  for  them." 
Betty  nodded  her  head.    The  woods  seemed  sud- 


Billy  and  Robin  Uood  in  the  buggy. 

denly  full  of  little  whispering  spirits,  and  she  was 
afraid  to  speak. 
They  left  Billy  and  Robin  Hood  in  their  buggy 
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in  the  little  clearing,  both  staring  solemnly  out 
into  the  darkness,  and  went  back  through  the 
trees. 

It  was  not  five  minutes  later  when  they  came 
upon  the  road.  Jinks  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief.  He 
dropped  Betty's  cold  little  hand.  "  My,  Betty!  I 
was  scared  we  weren't  ever  going  to  get  home 
again.    Now,  we'll  have  to  go  back  after  Billy." 

Betty  did  not  say  anything,  but  caught  hold  of 
his  hand  again.  On  a  night  like  this,  even  the 
open  road  seemed  a  fearsome  place. 

They  hurried  back  in  apparently  the  same  direc- 
tion from  which  they  had  come,  and  w^alked  and 
walked,  but  there  w^as  no  sign  of  their  charges. 
Side  excursions  in  every  possible  direction  met 
with  no  success.  Jinks  coaxed  Mike  to  bark  in 
the  hope  that  Ro})in  Hood  would  answer,  but  still 
no  sound  broke  the  air. 

"Betty,  you're  afraid  to  stay  alone  in  the 
woods,  aren't  you  ?  " 

Betty's  voice  quavered  at  the  very  thought  of 
it.     "Yes." 

"Well,  then,  you'll  have  to  go  back  home  and 
get  the  folks,  while  I  stay  here.  I'll  take  you 
back  to  the  road." 
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Betty  looked  off  into  the  blackness  of  the  road 
with  a  hopeless  expression.  "Jinks,  I'll  never 
get  there,"  she  cried. 

"Yes,  you  will,"  he  answered  encouragingly. 
"Mike  can  go  with  you,  and  you  can  make  him 
bark  all  the  way." 

Betty  put  her  hand  on  Mike's  head  and  started 
down  the  road  with  the  tears  trickling  down  her 
cheeks.  It  was  dreadful  to  have  to  go  off  alone 
this  way,  and  it  was  almost  as  bad  to  leave  Jinks 
there  in  the  trees. 

But  she  had  not  gone  far  when  a  shout  answered 
Mike's  bark,  and  her  father  loomed  up  with  a 
lantern.  "Betty,  Betty!"  he  said  anxiously, 
"where  are  Billy  and  Jinks?" 

"  Off  in  the  woods,  father,  and  they're  all 
alone,"  she  wailed. 

He  took  her  hand  and  she  led  him  back  to  the 
spot  where  she  thought  she  had  left  Jinks.  He 
was  nowhere  to  })e  seen,  but  Mike's  bark  soon 
brought  an  answering  call. 

"I  haven't  found  Billy  yet,"  he  said  soberly, 
when  they  came  up  to  him.  "You  see,  Mr. 
Ramsey,  we  came  out  to  get  ferns,  and  then " 

"  We'd  better  hear  the  story  later,"  Mr.  Ramsey 
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interrupted,  a  little  sternly.  "  We  must  find  Billy 
now." 

Just  then  Mike  barked,  and  a  very  faint  answer- 
ing bark  sounded  off  to  the  right.  "  That's  Robin 
Hood! "  Jinks  shouted,  and  started  off. 

Sure  enough,  they  had  not  gone  far  when  they 
came  upon  the  little  clearing,  with  Billy  and  Robin 
Hood  just  as  they  had  left  them,  looking  very 
warm  and  tousled  but  otherwise  quite  contented. 

Mr.  Ramsey  unwound  them,  and  picked  Billy 


They  all  had  to  climb  into  tubs. 

up.   Then  they  all  started  home.    On  the  way  they 

met  Jinks'  father  in  his  rig,  and  with  him  poor 

Billy's  mother,  who  had  been  terribly  frightened. 

As  soon  as  they  got  home,  the  doctor  was  called 
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to  see  that  Billy  would  not  come  to  harm  because 
of  the  exposure,  and  much  to  Betty's  and  Jinks' 
discomfiture  he  prescribed  a  hot  bath  for  the  whole 
party  of  adventurers.  So  Jinks  and  Mike  in  one 
house,  and  Betty  and  Billy  and  Robin  Hood  in  the 
other,  all  had  to  climb  into  tubs.  There  weren't 
enough  to  go  around,  so  Robin  Hood  was  fitted 
into  a  pail,  and  Mike  into  a  small  cask  which  was 
brought  in  from  the  woodshed.  Betty  hated  baths 
on  principle,  and,  as  she  sat  steaming  away  discon- 
solately in  her  tub,  she  wondered  at  Robin  Hood, 
who  really  seem^i  to  enjoy  the  situation.  But 
then,  of  cv  se,  Robin  Hood  wasn't  looking  for- 
ward to  that  interview  with  mo  '  r  which  was 
still  awaiting  Betty.  How  she  wisii<  he  could 
always  know  just  what  things  to  do  and  what 
things  not  to  do! 
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CHAPTER   10 

The  Desert  Island 

"Why,  Bett.y  Ramsey,  what  are  you  doing?" 
Jinks  stopped  at  the  woodshed  door  in  amaze- 
ment. 

"  I'm  mad,  and  I'm  letting  Billy  play  with  my 
bow  and  arrows." 

"But  where  are  the  rest  of  his  clothes?" 

Betty  pointed  silently  to  a  little  pile  in  the 
corner.  "  I  wanted  to  make  him  into  an  Indian, 
and  he  didn't  look  like  one  with  all  his  clothes  on." 

Billy,  who  had  learned  to  walk  since  his  arrival 
at  Betty's  house,  was  standing  up,  holding  on  to 
the  woodshed  door.  Around  his  fat  little  body 
was  Betty's  belt,  from  which  hung  a  quiver  full 
of  arrows. 

"  I  shot  arrows  into  the  parlor  sofa,"  Betty 
explained,  "  and  Mother  said  I  couldn't  play  with 
my  bow  for  a  week.  I  didn't  hurt  the  old  sofa. 
I'm  never  going  home  again." 
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Jinks'  face  brightened  with  a  sudden  idea. 
"  Let's  run  away  to  a  desert  island.  Then  Billy  *11 
be  dressed  just  right." 

Betty  looked  up  with  interest. 

"  We'll  all  wear  just  skins  of  animals  when  we 
get  there,"  Jinks  explained.  "  We'll  get  stuff  to 
eat  with  our  bow  and  arrow,  and  we  can  fish." 

"And  I'll  gather  eggs,"  Betty  interjected. 

Jinks  went  to  the  door  and  gazed  around  medi- 
tatively. "  I  know  just  how  we  ought  to  do  every- 
thing, from  Robinson  Crusoe.  We'll  have  to  ha\e 
some  animals  along." 

"  We  can  take  the  horse  and  one  of  the  sheep," 
Bett}'  suggested. 

"Yes,  and  that  tame  pig  of  mine  can  come 
along." 

Jinks  drew  out  his  express-wagon  from  the  side 
of  the  wood-pile.  "  We'd  better  get  right  to  work. 
Wo  haven't  much  time.  They'll  be  wanting  Billy 
for  his  nap  pretty  soon." 

Betty  set  Billy  down  in  a  pile  of  shavings  and 
gave  him  an  arrow  to  play  w  ith.  "  I  know  where 
there's  a  lemon  pie,  and  I'll  put  on  my  rubber 
boots,  and  I'll  bring  some  af  my  clothes."  Without 
waiting,  Betty  ran  off  h.  the  house. 

Ill 


Jinks  and  Betty 


II; 


ill 


l:      1 


1^ 


m 


When  she  returned,  Jinks  was  already  half  pre- 
pared for  the  journey.  He  had  a  rope  tied  to 
both  the  sheep  and  Peter,  the  pig,  and  had  Robin 
Hood  and  Mike  harnessed  up  to  the  express 
wagon. 

"  I  think  Billy  and  the  rabbits  had  better  ride 
in  the  express  wagon,  and  you  and  I'll  ride  on  the 
horse.    We  can  lead  Peter  and  the  sheep." 

"But  how  are  we  e^er  going  to  earry  things?" 

Jinks  looked  meditatively  at  Peter.  "  We  might 
make  them  all  carry  packs  the  way  pack-animals 
do." 

"  Oh,  that  would  be  fun! "  Betty  exclaimed.  In 
the  excitement  she  was  forgetting  all  about  how 
angi-y  she  was. 

So  Betty  and  Jinks  both  brought  all  the  blan- 
kets they  could  smuggle  out  of  the  house,  and 
Betty  tied  her  clothes  up  in  the  two  ends  of  one 
blanket  and  put  it  over  Peter's  back,  and  Jinks 
did  the  same  with  his  clothes  for  the  sheei)'s  back. 
Then  they  tried  to  put  Billy,  and  the  rabbits,  and 
the  squirrel,  and  Fatty  the  cat,  into  the  express 
wagon,  but,  crowd  as  they  might,  there  were  two 
too  many. 

"I  tell  you  what;  I  think  Robin  Hood  might 
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carry  that  rabbit  and  squirrel  on  his  back,"  Jinks 
exclaimed. 

Then  Betty  had  an  idea.  "  We  could  tie  that 
old  pair  of  shoes  father  threw  out  yesterday,  over 
his  back  and  put  one  in  each  shoe." 


//  was  a  stranyv  procession. 

Then  all  the  pans  and  kettles  they  could  gather 
up  were  tied  to  Mike's  back,  and  they  were  ready 
to  start  on  the  .loumey.    Tt  was  a  hazardous  pro- 
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ceeding  getting  out  of  the  barn,  because  of  the 
size  of  their  caravan,  but  they  finally  managed  it 
without  being  seen.  Jinks  went  out  first  and 
reconnoitered;  and  when  the  coast  was  clear,  they 
started,  sliding  out  of  the  door,  and  keeping  close 
to  the  side  of  the  barn  until  they  reached  the  rear 
of  it,  when  they  struck  off  across  the  fields  to  the 
river.  First  came  Robin  Hood  and  Mike,  drawing 
the  wagon  with  Billy  and  the  ra'  jits  and  Fatty 
in  it;  then  Jinks  and  Betty  on  Harper,  the  horse, 
Jinks  driving,  and  Betty  with  her  back  to  him  so 
that  she  could  hold  the  two  ropes  that  were 
attached  to  the  sheep  and  Peter,  the  pig. 

They  had  decided  to  cross  the  river,  as  they 
thought  they  were  surer  of  finding  their  desert 
island  there  than  on  their  own  side.  They  went 
along  without  mishap  until  they  had  crossed  the 
bridge  and  were  on  the  other  side,  when  Peter 
refused  to  go  farther.  He  tugged  and  hauled  at 
his  rope  until  Betty  had  to  let  go  of  it  for  fear  of 
losing  her  balance. 

"  Oh,  Jinks,"  she  cried  in  distress,  "  see  what 
Peter  is  doing!  He  is  going  down  into  all  that 
dreadful  nuid." 

And,  sure  enough,  that   was  what   Peter  was 
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doing.  Utterly  oblivious  to  everything  but  the 
delightful  possibilities  of  all  that  nice,  wet,  rich 
mud,  he  marched  straight  into  it,  aud  rolled  over 
right  on  top  of  Betty's  blanket  with  all  her  clothes 
tied  up  in  it. 

"Oh,  Jinks!"  Betty  wailed.  "My  best  white 
dress  is  in  there." 

Jinks  slid  off  Harper,  but  he  was  too  late  to  save 
the  pack  from  its  nmddy  bath.  Betty  started  to 
ery. 

"  Now,  see  here,  Betty  Ramsey,"  declared  Jinks, 
who  a  ..ays  felt  uncomfortable  when  Betty  cried 
"  you  ,  st  stop.  You're  never  going  home  again,' 
so  it  doesn't  matter  about  your  white  dress,  and 
on  our  desert  island  we'll  only  wear  skins 
anyway." 

Betty  dried  her  tears  with  difficultv.  She 
couldn't  bear  to  have  anything  happen  to  her 
white  dress;  whether  she  was  going  to  wear  it  or 
not  made  no  difference  at  all. 

They  found  a  little  path  along  Uw  edge  of  the 
iver,  and  followed  this  in  single  file.    But  thev 
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that  wagon  another  inch.  There  was  nothing  to 
do  but  unhitch  him  and  let  Mike  do  the  pulling 
alone,  but  Robin  Hood  was  not  even  satisfied  with 
that.  Jinks  had  hardly  climbed  back  on  the  horse 
again  when  Robin  Hood  jumped  up  in  the  back  of 
the  little  wagon,  pushed  out  two  of  the  rabbits, 
and,  curling  up  comfortably,  took  their  place. 

"  He  ought  to  be  spanked,"  exclaimed  J  inks. 

But  Betty  stood  up  for  him.  "He  has  a  right 
to  be  tired  after  all  t^'"^  long  way.  He's  only  a 
little  dog,  Jinks.    Let's  stop  and  rest,  anyway." 

Jinks  thought  a  moment.  "Well,  I  suppose 
we'd  better.    Billy  ought  to  have  a  nap." 

So  the  caravan  was  halted.  The  rabbits  and 
Billy  wer'^  taken  out  of  the  wagon  so  that  Robin 
Hood  could  rest  there  undisturbed  if  he  wanted  to. 
All  the  animals  were  turned  loose  to  forage  for 
themselves,  and  Billy  was  put  to  bed  on  a  soft 
grass  plot.  Even  Jinks  and  Betty,  when  they  had 
each  drunk  some  milk  and  eaten  some  cold  meat 
and  bread  and  a  piece  of  the  lemon  pie,  felt  sleepy 
after  their  unusually  heavy  exertions  of  the 
morning,  and  lay  down  for  a  little  nap. 

It  was  late  afternoon  when  they  awakened 
again.    They  probably  would  have  kei)t  on  sleep- 
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ing  even  longer,  if  Billy,  stirring  around,  had  not 
tried  to  crawl  over  Jinks.    He  sat  up. 

"  Betty,  wake  up!  "  he  cried.  "  Where's  Robin 
Hood  and  the  sheep?" 

Betty  sat  up  and  rubbed  her  eyes.  No;  there 
was  no  sign  of  either  one. 

"We'd  better  hurry  up  and  find  them,"  cried 
Jinks,  scrambling  up. 

Betty  stood  up  more  slowl\-.  This  finding  a 
desert  island  was  hard  work.  She  wondered  if 
Robinson  Crusoe  had  had  as  bad  a  time. 

They  called  and  shouted,  and  beat  through  the 
brush  on  all  sides,  but  there  was  no  sign  of  the 
deserters.  Finally,  Jinks  caught  sight  of  some- 
thing moving  along  the  river  bank  and  he  ran 
down  there.  What  he  saw  made  him  stop  at  the 
edge  of  the  trees  and  call  to  Betty.  There  was  a 
huge  turtle  crawling  along  the  river  bank,  and 
sitting  cahnly  on  his  back  was  Robin  Hood,  while 
trotting  docilely  along  behind  was  the  sheep. 

But  Jinks  waited  too  long.  The  conmiotion  he 
made  evidently  startled  the  turtle  and  he  waddled 
into  the  water  and  swam  off  down  the  middle  of 
the  river,  with  Robin  Hood  still  peacefully  sur- 
vej-ing  the  landscape  from  l.is  back.    But,  what 
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was  worse,  the  sheep  waded  in,  too,  and  floundered 
along  after. 

Jinks  stood  on  the  bank  in  despair.  What 
should  he  do?  Betty,  laboriously  carrying  Billy, 
was  beside  him  now,  and  they  looked  at  each  other 
in  dismay.  What  if  Robin  Hood  and  the  sheep 
were  drowned! 

"I  guess  we'd  better  run  along  the  bank,  and 
perhaps  soniel)ody'll  get  'em  out  for  us,"  said 
Betty.  Jinks  took  Billy  from  her,  and  they 
started  off.  Harper,  inquisitive,  trotted  along 
after  them. 

Robin  Hood  was  an  eighth  of  a  mile  ahead  of 
them  when  they  heard  a  shout  from  across  the 
river.  It  was  Betty's  father  driving  the  wagon 
along  the  road.  At  the  sudden  noise  the  turtle 
dived,  and  Robin  Hood  was  left  stranded  in  the 
water.  He  Hopped  helplessly  for  a  moment,  while 
Betty,  far  behind,  held  her  breath.  Then,  instinc- 
tively, he  paddled  with  his  legs,  and  was  surprised 
to  find  they  pushed  him  through  the  water.  Two 
minutes  later,  the  sheep  beside  him,  he  was  shak- 
ing himself  on  the  bank  near  Mr.  Ramsey. 

Not  until  then  did  Betty  think  of  what  her 
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denly  glad  that  it  was  such  a  warm  day.  My,  how 
she  wished  she  had  not  set  out  to  find  a  desert 
island!  Her  blanket  and  best  clothes  rolled 
around  in  the  mud,  Billy  out  all  day  without  his 
clothes,  and  his  mother  probably  frightened  to 
death;  Robin  Hood  and  the  sheep  almost  drowned 
in  the  river:  it  was  a  terrible  list  to  contemplate. 
Now,  with  her  father  near,  she  wondered  how  she 
could  ever  have  been  such  a  very,  very  bad  girl. 
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Robin  Hood  Sees  His  Shadow 

Robin  Hood  rose  slowly  and  stretched.  It  was 
too  early  to  be  very  warm,  so  a  race  around  the 
garden  would  not  be  amiss.  He  thought  of  that 
o'd  rooster  with  a  sudden  raising  of  his  stubby 
tail.  It  would  be  an  ideal  time  to  chase  him.  He 
stepped  gingerly  around  Mike,  so  as  not  to  awaken 
him,  and  trotted  off  toward  the  chicken-yard.  But 
half  a  dozen  yards  or  so  farther  on,  he  stopped 
abruptly. 

There  it  was  again  — that  strange,  nervous, 
quickly-moving  animal  that  had  stuck  to  him  all 
day  yesterday  —  right  in  front  of  him;  yet,  when 
he  tried  to  grab  it,  he  hit  nothing  but  the  ground. 
He  choked  for  a  moment  over  the  two  pebbles  he 
had  inadvertently  swallowed,  and  tried  new  tac- 
tics. He  wondered  if  he  could  not  get  him  by 
turning  around  quickly  and  catching  him  sud- 
denly from  the  back. 

121 


ill 


n|!n  <\\\ 


I  if 


'»  1 


i^ 


Jinks  and  Betty 


It  was  in  just  such  a  preoccupied  mood  as  this 
that  Betty  discovered  him. 

"Just  look  at  Robin  Hood,  Jinks!"  she  cried. 
"  He's  still  trying  to  catch  his  shadow." 

Jinks  nodded  his  head.  "  I  don't  really  think 
it's  good  for  him  to  be  doing  nothing  but  follow- 
ing that  old  shadow  of  his  around  all  the  time." 

He  ran  for  him  and  threw  his  cap  on  Robin 
Hood's  head.  Robin  Hood  was  not  going  to  sub- 
mit to  such  indignity;  so  he  grabbed  the  cap  and 
ran  off.  But  he  had  not  forgotten  that  strange 
animal  that  pursued  him;  he  was  merely  putting 
off  his  capture  to  a  more  appropriate  time. 

It  was  Saturday,  and  the  Pattersons  and  the 
Ramseys  were  going  on  their  usual  weekly  picnic. 

It  was  Betty's  turn  to  decide  where  they  should 
go;  so,  when  she  and  her  mother  and  Jinks  came 
to  the  river,  and  got  into  the  canoe,  she  shut  her 
eyes  tight  while  they  glided  swiftly  down  the 
stream.  When  she  grew  so  tired  that  she  just 
had  to  open  them,  she  called  "  Stop! "  And  that 
was  their  camping-place  for  the  day.  This  made 
it  much  more  exciting,  because  then  they  never 
knew  just  where  they  were  going  to  be. 
Jinks  and  Betty  jumped  out,  and  Mrs.  Ramsey 
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went  back  for  Mrs.  Patterson  and  Robin  Hood 
and  Mike.  Then  they  drew  the  canoe  part  way 
up  on  the  land  so  the  water  would  not  carry  it 
away,  and  hid  the  paddles  in  the  bushes. 

It  was  two  or  three  hours  later  — they  had 
eaten  their  picnic  dinner,  and  Mrs.  Ramsey  and 
Mrs.  Patterson  had  settled  down  to  a  quiet  after- 
noon—when Betty  wandered  down  to  the  river. 

"Robin  Hood  Ramsey!"  she  called  softly,  but 
Robin  Hood  was  too  engrossed  to  hear  her.  He 
had  discovered  his  shadow  again,  but  this  time  it 
was  a  big,  glittering  one  that  shivered  and  wob- 
bled, and  sometimes  spread  out  almost  halfway 
across  the  river.  He  was  standing  on  the  prow  of 
the  canoe,  looking  down  in  the  water  and  cudgel- 
ing his  brains  as  to  the  most  effective  way  of 
catching  it. 

Betty  was  worried.  "  I  .just  Imow  he'll  jump  in 
and  be  drowned.  Robin  Hood! "  she  called  again, 
but  there  was  no  response  from  his  stiffly-arched 
back. 

Betty  stepped  carefully  down  the  bank.  "  If  I 
can  catch  him  before  he  jumps,  I  can  hold  him," 
she  thought  to  herself.  Gingerly  she  stepped  over 
the  edge  of  the  little  craft,  and  getting  down  on 
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her  hands  and  knees,  edged  carefully  up  toward 
the  bow.  "  Dear  little  Robin  Hood,"  she  said  over 
and  over,  under  her  breath,  "please  wait  until  I 
get  there." 

She  had  almost  reached  him,  when  there  was  a 
wild  wai     hoop  from  the  bank  and  Jinks  rushed 
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Dear  little  Robin  Hood,  please  wait  till  I  get  there! 
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down  to  the  canoe.  Betty  motioned  frantically 
for  him  to  be  still,  but  he  had  already  cleared  the 
bank  in  three  jumps  and  with  another  jump  was 
in  the  canoe  beside  her. 

"Jinks  Patterson,  you  might  have  drowned 
Robin  Hood  I"  she  started  to  say,  and  then  she 
r.aw  that  Robin  Hood,  as  startled  as  she,  had 
turned  around,  forgetting  all  about  his  reflection, 
and  that  there  was  a  still  greater  cause  for  alann. 
In  the  beginning,  the  canoe  had  been  mostly  on 
dry  land,  but  Betty's  weight  had  brought  it  down 
so  that  the  water  could  sweep  against  it,  and  grad- 
ually, inch  by  inch,  pull  it  out  from  the  shore. 
Jinks'  jump  had  given  it  the  final  push  it  needed, 
and  now  it  was  off  down  the  stream  for  the  other 
end  of  the  world. 

"Mamma,  mammal'*  Betty  screamed. 

"  She  won't  hear  you,"  declared  Jinks,  settling 
down  hastily  into  the  bottom  of  the  boat  so  that 
he  wouldn't  tip  it.    "  We're  off  for  a  fine  voyage." 

"Jinks  Patterson,  I  think  you  just  did  it  on 
purpose,"  Betty  cried. 

"Don't  be  a  silly  baby,"  replied  Jinks.  "I'd 
have  brought  a  paddle  along  if  I  had." 

Betty  looked  at  him  in  terrified  amazement. 
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"  We  haven't  a  paddle,  have  we?  I  didn't  think. 
It'll  never  sto[)." 

Jinks  shook  his  head  solemnly.  "  Not  unlesf^^  *e 
can  catch  hold  of  a  stick." 

The  canoe  was  gohi;;-  serenely  on  down  ^hc 
river,  and  familiar  landmarks  were  fast  disappear- 
ing from  view.  Even  Robin  Hood  seemed  a  little 
uneasy  at  this  new  adventure  he  had  fallen  into, 
and  gazed  solemnly  at  the  shoie. 

Jinks  trailed  his  hand  in  the  water  in  the  for- 
lorn hope  that  it  might  act  as  a  paddle,  and  turn 
the  canoe  toward  the  shore.  But  it  had  no  more 
effect  than  one  of  the  little  bubhles  swinmiing 
along  on  the  water  itself. 

"  AVell,  anyway,  Robin  Hood  can't  find  his 
shadow  here,"  declared  Jinks  after  a  long  silence. 

They  had  been  going  hours,  it  seemed  to  Betty 
and  Jinks,  wlien,  finally,  Jinks  spied  a  long  bough 
drifting  in  the  water. 

"  There's  a  stick,  Betty,"  he  whispered,  as  if  he 
were  afraid  he  might  scare  it  away.  Although  it 
was  going  down  stream  too,  the  canoe,  because  of 
its  greater  weight,  gained  on  it  steadily.  Jinks 
knelt  in  order  to  catch  it  more  easily,  and,  as  they 
went  by,  made  a  wild  grab  and  caught  it.    Betty 
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sighed  with  relief;  and  Robin  Hood,  who  was 
ordinarily  a  very  taciturn  dog,  barked. 

Jinks  found  the  stick  was  long  enough  to  reach 
the  sandy  bottom  of  the  river,  and  that  he  could 
push  the  boat  over  toward  the  shore.  He  gave 
half  a  dozen  pushes  and  the  l)ow  touched  the  sand 
at  the  edge.  Kobin  Hood  jumped  and  landed  on 
dry  ground;  and,  though  the  canoe  l)um[)ed  along 
sideways  over  the  stones,  it  finally  caught  against 
a  projecting  tree,  and  they  clambered  out. 

"I  don't  know  where  we  are  at  all,  do  you. 
Jinks?"  said  Betty,  slipping  her  hand  into  his. 

"No;  but  somebody'll  show  us  the  way  home," 
declared  Jinks  stoutly. 

They  followed  a  little  path  up  the  bank.  It  led 
them  straight  to  a  tiny  log  cabin,  where  a  man 
was  writing  on  the  end  of  an  upturned  box.  He 
was  such  a  big  nu\n  and  had  such  black  eyes  that 
Betty  was  afraid  of  him,  but  Jinks  spoke  up 
bravely: 

"Please,  we  live  in  River  Edge,  and  will  yo  i 
tell  us  the  way  honu'?" 

The  man  looked  angry,  Betty  thouglit. 

"In  a  minute,"  he  said  shortly.  "Sit  down 
there."    He  waved  to  the  bench  against  the  wall. 
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"But  —  "  Jinks  protested. 
"  Don't  botlier  nie  now.  In  a  minute,  I  said." 
They  sat  down,  tx^'st  Betty,  then  Rol)in  Hood, 
then  Jinks.  They  sat  there  for  what  seemed 
hours,  and  still  the  man  wrote  on.  Finally,  Robin 
Hood  looked  over  the  edge  of  the  bench,  and  there 
on  the  floor  was  his  shadow.  He  })arked.  Bettv 
held  her  breath  — what  would  the  man  do  to 
them?  But  apparently  he  had  not  heard.  Then 
Jinks  derided  they  could  get  out  of  the  door 
softly  without  the  man's  knowing  it.  But  the 
bench  creaked  as  they  moved,  and  the  man 
lifted  his  head;  an  I  Imth  Jinks  and  Betty  slid 
back  quickly  into  their  places.  It  would  be 
terrible  if  the  man  was  angry;  he  might  never 
let  them  go. 

It  grew  later  and  later,  and  was  even  getting  a 
little  dark,  when  they  heard  stei)s  outside,  and 
Mike  rushed  into  the  cabin,  with  Mrs.  Ramsey 
and  Mrs.  Patterson  close  behind  him. 

"Oh,  mother,"  Betty  cried,  and  threw  herself 
into  her  arms,  while  Jinks  did  the  same  with  his 
mother,  and  Robin  Hood  bumi)ed  up  against  Mike. 

"We  were  so  afraid,  and  he  was  such  a  cross 
man,"  Betty  whispered. 
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The  man  was  standing  up  now.  "  I'm  really 
very  sorry,  madam.  I  had  foriiotten  all  a])out  the 
children.  I  liad  some  writing-  to  tlnish.  I  come 
here  every  week  to  Ik'  quiet." 


♦Viti^'li; 


"  lie  ii'itfi  {tu(h  a  I  loss  num." 
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IJetty  saw   now  that   he   really  had   nice  eyes. 
They  weren't  eross  at  all! 

"  I  nnist  have  seemed  like  a  regular  old  gram- 
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pus.  Let  me  make  amends  bj-  taking  3011  all  home 
in  my  car.    It's  just  outside." 

And  so  it  came  about  that  they  had  a  swift  ride 
home  in  a  real  automobile.  But  Jinks  whispered 
to  Betty  as  they  neared  home: 

"  It  never  would  have  turned  out  so  well  if  we 
had  been  to  blame.  Something  dreadful  would 
have  happened  to  us.  But  just  because  it  was 
Roliin  Hood  and  his  shadow,  it  came  out  all  right. 
Dogs  always  get  oif  easier." 
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The  Rebellion  of  Robin  Hood 

Robin  Hood  was  cross  clean  through.  For 
almost  four  days  ho  had  been  traveling  in  this 
horrid,  hot,  dark  baggage  car.  To  be  sure,  he 
had  been  taken  out  at  intervals  and  allowed  to 
exercise  his  legs  whenever  the  train  stopped  long 
enough  at  a  station,  but  this  hardly  counted 
against  the  blank  dullness  of  the  rest  of  the  days. 

The  Ramsey  and  Patterson  families  had  bought 
a  big  ranch  with  vineyard-covered  hills  in  Cali- 
fornia and  were  going  there  to  live,  for  a  while 
at  least  —  which  was  the  reason  for  Robin  Hood's 
protracted  stay  in  the  baggage  car. 

He  had  explored  every  inch  of  the  car  dozens 
of  times  and  there  was  not  another  thing  to  do. 
He  squatted  down  beside  two  l)irds  who  had  flown 
into  the  car  at  a  station  and  were  fighting  over 
some  crumbs  the  baggage-man  had  scattered. 
Suddenly,  he  h.id  an  idvu.    He  had  never  had  a 
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figlit  in  his  life.  'Wliy  not  have  a  fight  with  Mike? 
It  would  be  something  novel,  anyway.  He  glanced 
over  at  ]\Iike,  sprawled  out  on  his  side,  asleep, 
near  the  crack  in  the  door.  Robin  Hood  sniffed 
him  over  carefully,  and  considered.  If  he  just  took 
hold  of  him  any  place,  it  would  wake  him  up,  but 
it  would  only  make  him  irritable.  He  wouldn't 
fight  for  that.  Robin  Hood  snapped  his  jaws 
together  to  test  their  strength.  They  reall\' 
weren't  big  enough  to  do  much  to  Mike's  throat 
if  he  grabbed  him  there.  No,  that  was  hardly 
feasible. 

And  then,  all  at  once,  Robin  Hood  noticed  Mike's 
paw  curled  back  protectinglj-.  It  was  the  one  a 
sliver  had  got  into  and  which  had  not  yet  healed. 
Robin  Hood  reflected.    That  was  the  place! 

"I'll  give  him  just  the  tiniest  jab,  so  that  it 
won't  hurt  too  nmch,"  he  thought,  then  backed  off, 
and  with  a  mighty  si)ring  was  on  top  of  Mike 
pinching  the  sore  foot  between  his  teeth. 

jMike  jumped  uj^  with  a  howl  of  pain  and  rage. 
Robin  Hood  followed  up  his  attack  by  bunting  his 
head  into  ISIike's  stomach. 

Now,  jNIike,  although  most  sweet-tempered  ordi- 
narily, was  as  tired  an<l  hot  as  Robin  Hood,  and 
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this  was  too  much  from  a  puppy  he  had  virtually 
brought  up.  "With  a  low  growl,  he  leaped.  Rohiu 
Hood  had  no  time  to  defend  himself,  even  if  he 
had  been  able  to.  He  was  shaken  by  the  neck, 
rolled  over  and  over  on  the  floor,  his  ears  chewed, 
not  enough  to  injure  him  l)ut  quite  sufficient  to 
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hurt  his  pride,  and  thumped  against  the  side  of 
the  car  until  he  could  hardly  breathe. 

He  felt  sullen  and  resentful.  This  wasn't  a 
proper  fight.  Mike  had  merely  spanked  him  as  if 
he  were  only  a  little  puppy,  whereas  he  was 
entirely  grown-up,  now,  even  though  little  in  size. 
He  decided  he  hated  Mike. 

Just  then  the  train  stoppe.d,  the  baggage-man 
opened  the  car  door,  and,  a  second  later,  Betty 
and  Jinks  came  running  down. 

"Why,  Robin  Hood  and  Mike,  where  are  your 
hats?"  Betty  cried.  And  then  they  both  had  to 
stand  still,  while  their  hats  were  tied  securely. 
This  was  another  grievance.  Robin  Hood  hated 
that  hat.  It  was  a  straw  one  with  a  wide  brim, 
and  there  was  a  small  moist  sponge  in  the  crown. 
In  River  Edge  all  the  horses  wore  hats  like  that 
in  summer,  and  so  Jinks  had  decided  that  Robin 
Hood  and  Mike  must,  since  they  were  going  to 
live  in  such  a  hot  country. 

Betty  and  Jinks  had  to  run  back  right  awaj, 
because  the  train  had  only  stopped  for  water, 
although  Betty,  when  no  one  was  looking,  stopped 
long  enough  to  untie  the  ropes  by  which  Robin 
Hood  and  IVIike  had  been  held.    Robin  Hood  fol- 
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lowed  to  the  door  and  gazed  out  on  the  open 
country.  He  glanced  at  Mike  beside  him.  Mike 
still  looked  angry.  Robin  Hood  suddenly  had  an 
inspiration.    He  would  run  away  and  make  them 


Ue  would  run  away  and  make  them  all  sorry, 

all  sorry.  He  wasn't  going  to  stay  in  that  hot  car 
any  longer.  Without  further  consideration  he 
jumped,  and,  very  much  satisfied  with  himself, 
watched  Mike's  astonished  face  slowly  fading 
from  view.    But  when  the  whole  train  had  swept 
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past,  and  he  saw  the  end  of  it  disappearing  down 
the  track,  he  felt  a  little  twinge  of  dismay.  Per- 
haps it  would  be  as  well  to  discover  wheie  it  went 
to,  so  he  could  find  it  again  when  he  wanted  it. 
but  although  his  legs  went  faster  and  faster  until 
he  panted  for  breath,  it  was  no  use.  In  five  min- 
utes the  train  had  vanished.  Nevertheless,  he 
jogged  patiently  along  the  ties  for  almost  an  hour. 
He  was  glad  of  the  hat  now.  It  afforded  some 
protection  at  least  from  the  rays  of  that  blazing 
hot  sun. 

Finally,  he  was  so  hot  and  tired  and  thirsty 
that  he  stopped  under  a  particularly  high  sage 
brush  and  lay  down.  There  wasn't  a  sign  of  any- 
thing interesting  in  sight  —  nothing  but  sage 
brrsh  and  cacti.  He  espied  a  great  red  fruit  on 
one  of  these,  and  ran  over  toward  it.  Perhaps  it 
had  water  inside.  He  bit  into  it  quickly.  But, 
alas  for  poor  Robin  Hood!  The  fruit  was  covered 
with  little  prickles  that  imbedded  themselves  glee- 
fully in  his  tongue  and  the  roof  of  his  mouth; 
and  the  more  he  worked  to  get  them  out,  the 
farther  in  they  went.  Robin  Hood  was  scared. 
This  was  terrible  — to  be  'way  off  here  in  the 
desert  alone,  with  no  one  to  help  him.    He  went 
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mournfully  back  to  the  railroad  and  trotted  along 
again  in  the  direction  the  train  had  gone. 

After  another  mile  he  had  to  rest  again.  His 
legs  wobbled,  they  were  so  tired,  and  he  was 
panting  laboriously  with  the  pain  in  his  mouth, 
and  the  heat.  He  wished  he  hadn't  tried  to  fight 
with  Mike.  He  couldn't  imagine  how  he  could 
have  been  so  hateful. 

In  the  meantime,  the  train  had  gone  on,  unmind- 
ful of  Robin  Hood's  fate.  About  twenty  miles  on 
was  the  little  station,  Pepperville,  whence  the 
Ramseys  and  Pattersons  were  to  drive  to  their 
new  home.  They  all  piled  off,  and  Betty  and 
Jinks  ran  to  the  baggage  car  for  :Mike  and  Robin 
.Hood.  But  Robin  Hood  was  nowhere  to  be  seen, 
and  the  moment  Mike  was  released  he  ran  as  fast 
as  he  could  go  back  down  the  track  in  the  direction 
from  which  the  train  had  come. 

"  Papa!  "  Jinks  shouted,  "  the  baggage-man  says 
Robin  Hood  isn't  here,  and  that  he  must  have 
fallen  off  the  train  back  at  the  water-tank." 

The  tears  were  streaming  down  Betty's  cheeks. 
"  Perhaps  he  was  killed,"  she  sobbed. 

There  was  a  hurried  consultation.  Mike  was 
already  merely  a  black  speck  down  the  track. 
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There   was  no  train  back  until   the  next  day. 
Finally,  a  rancher,  standing  near,  spoke  up:  "  I've 
a  strong  horse  that  could  stand  the  trip,  if  you 
want  to  borrow  him." 
Robin  Hood  had  to  be  rescued,  so  it  was  finally 


r~> 


There,  under  a  bit  uf  brush,  iias  Rubin  Hood. 

decided  that  Mr.  Ramsey  was  to  take  the  horse, 
and  the  rest  were  to  start  for  the  ranch. 

About  two  miles  out  Mr.  Ramsey  overtook  Mike. 
"  Go  back,  Mike,"  he  shouted.  Mike  barked  and 
looked  up  at  him  appealingly,  but  would  not  turn 
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around.  For  three  hours  they  traveled  and  still 
there  was  no  signs  of  Robin  Hood.  Mr.  Ramsey 
had  dismounted  and  was  patting  Mike,  who  was 
almost  too  exhausted  to  go  any  farther,  when  he 
heard  a  low  whine.  He  turned  around  quickly, 
and  there,  under  a  bit  of  brush,  was  Robin  Hood. 
His  swollen  tongue  was  hanging  out  and  he  could 
hardly  move. 

"  You  poor  Robin  Hood,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Ram- 
sey, picking  him  up.  He  opened  his  canteen  and 
poured  a  little  trickle  of  water  down  Robin  Hood's 
throat.  Then  he  noticed  the  dozens  of  little 
prickles;  so  he  sat  down  on  the  ground,  and  while 
Mike  licked  Robin  Hood's  ears,  he  picked  them 
out,  one  by  one. 

It  was  evening  before  he  finally  got  to  the 
ranch,  and  he  was  met  at  the  door  by  an  eager 
chorus!  "Did  you  find  Robin  Hood?  Is  he  all 
right?" 

Robin  Hood  was  handed  around  and  petted  and 
RjTupathized  with,  and  Mike  had  to  receive  his 
share,  too,  so  that  it  was  very  late  before  they  all 
got  to  bed,  this  first  night  in  their  new  home. 
But,  through  it  all  Robin  Hood  was  puzzled.  Here 
he  had  been  cross  and  ugly,  had  bitten  Mike's  sore 
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foot,  had  run  away  and  made  Mr.  Ramsey  come 
Vay  back  for  him  —  and  yet  he  was  not  being 
punished.  In  fact,  everyone  was  nicer  than  ever. 
Why,  he  had  been  punished  before  for  merely 
digging  up  plants  in  the  garden!  He  could  not 
understand  it  at  all. 


i       A 


140 


CHAPTER  13 


Simon  the  Runaway  Ape 

"  Good-bye,  Mike  and  Robin  Hood.  We  have  to 
go  to  school,  and  you  can't  come  with  us." 

Jinks  patted  Mike's  head  regretfully,  Betty 
gave  Robin  Hood  a  squeeze,  and  they  started 
off  for  their  first  day  at  the  little  California 
sehoolhouse. 

They  went  along  in  silence.  Jinks  thought 
resentfully  that  Mike  and  Robin  Hood  might  at 
least  have  been  allowed  to  go  as  far  as  the  school- 
house.  And  then  they  heard  a  soft  "pat-pat," 
and  there,  behind  them,  were  Mike  and  Robin 
Hood,  looking  very  self-conscious. 

Jinks  hesitated;  then,  with  just  one  side  glance 
at  Betty,  he  whistled,  and  with  that  encourage- 
ment Mike  and  Robin  Hood  fell  gleefully  in 
behind. 

The  teacher  glanced  at  the  littl?  procession  as 
it  entered  the  sehoolhouse,  but  said  nothing  while 
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the  dogs  were  safely  stowed  beneath  the  seats. 
All  might  have  gone  well  if  Jinks  had  not  sneezed. 
Robin  Hood  immediately  sneezed,  too.  It  was  a 
trick  he  had  only  recently  learned,  and  he  was 
very  proud  of  it.  Of  course,  all  the  children 
laughed,  and  Robin  Hood  and  Mike  were  promptly 
banished. 

Jinks  watched  them  longingly  out  of  the  win- 
dow. It  was  awfully  nice  out  there  under  the 
trees.  Then,  suddenly,  he  looked  closer.  There, 
swinging  on  the  big  live  oak,  was  a  l)ig  monkey, 
and  in  one  hairy  arm  he  held  Robin  Hood! 

Jinks'  heart  jumi)ed  into  his  mouth.  What 
should  he  do?  Mike  was  under  the  tree  looking 
up  heljdessly  at  poor,  scared  Robin  Hood.  And 
then,  while  Jinks  gazed  panic-stricken,  the  ape 
swung  down  from  the  tree  and  disapjjeared. 

There  was  nothing  for  it  l)ut  to  go  after  hhn. 
The  teacher's  back  was  turned;  Jinks  whispered 
to  Betty,  and  ran  hurriedly  out,  with  Betty  after 
him.  The  ape  had  disap]»eared  from  view,  and  all 
thev  could  do  was  to  run  in  the  direction  Jinks 
had  seen  him  last.  Jinks  explaining  the  situation 
to  the  horrifi(>d  Betty  as  they  ran.  Betty  was 
panting  with  fatigue,  when,  coming  around  a  large 
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cactus.,  tlicy  nearly  stumbled  over  the  ape,  who 
was  sitting  down,  holding  Rol)in  Hood,  and 
examining  him  closely  from  head  to  tail,  while 
at  a  respectful  distance  stood  Mike,  looking 
belligerent,  but  making  no  hostile  moves. 

Jinks  considered.  The  monkey  really  had  a 
very  kind  face.  "  AMiat  shall  we  do,  Betty  ? "  he 
whispered. 

"Pull  Robin  Hood  away,"  she  declared,  and 
courageously  moved  up  closer. 

Jinks  pushed  her  away.  "  I  guess  this  isn't  any 
girl's  business,"  he  said,  and  walked  over  to  the 
ape,  who  stood  up  with  a  solenm  mien  as  he  came 
closer.  Just  as  Jinks  reached  out  for  Robin 
Hood,  the  ape  whirled,  and,  still  clutching  Robin 
I  Food,  ]>ut  his  other  arm  around  Jinks  and  started 
off  on  a  steady  run.  Jinks  was  forced  to  run,  too. 
He  really  was  badly  scared.  Betty,  crying  bitterly, 
I'an  after  them. 

But  the  ape  a])parently  had  no  intention  of 
hurting  either  Robin  Hood  or  Jinks.  As  soon  as 
they  «ame  to  a  tree,  he  let  go  his  hold,  and 
clambered  up  into  the  branches. 

"Jinks,  run  and  get  lu'lp  now!"  Belty  shouted 
excitedly.     She  turned  toward  home;  but  at  the 
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first  step  Jinks  took,  the  ape  slid  down  the  tree 
and  grabbed  him.  It  was  no  use,  apparently.  The 
ape  had  no  interest  at  all  in  Betty  —  she  could  go 
where  she  liked  —  but  Jinks  had  to  stay. 
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You  go  on  iionie,"  .links  atlvised  Hefty  sagelv. 
although  hoping  inwardly  she  would  not  leave 
him  alone. 

"No,  1  won't  leave  you  alone  with  that  horrid 
monkey,"   Betty   nnsworrd   bravely.     After   that. 

u:. 


It 


M 

ii-.il 


'f' 


m 


u 


Jinks  and  Betty 


they  tried  slipping  away  gradually;  but  no  matter 
how  unobserving  the  ape  seemed,  he  always  pulled 
Jinks  back. 

"I  don't  think  he'd  hurt  me,  anyway,"  Jinks 
declared,  beginning  to  be  proud  of  the  experience 
now  that  there  seemed  to  be  no  real  danger.  Ten- 
tatively, he  put  his  hand  on  the  ape's  head  and 
patted  it  gingerly.     The  ape  remained  perfectly 

still. 

"Perhaps  he's  a  trick  monkey,"  Betty 
exclaimed. 

"  Wouldn't  that  be  great  if  he  was?  We  might 
start  a  circus  with  him." 

Betty  nodded  gravely.  Now  that  she  was  sure 
that  Jinks  and  Robin  Hood  were  not  going  to  be 
eaten  up,  this  was  much  more  fun  than  school. 

"Let's  see!  What  tricks  could  we  make  him 
do  that  would  l)e  funny  enough?" 

Jinks  looked  around  fo*-  an  inspiration.  "  Here, 
Mike,  turn  a  somersault.  Perhaps  the  monkey'll 
do  it,  too."  But  the  ope  looked  stoically  on  while 
Mike  performed. 

Robin  Hood,  however,  jealous  at  the  attention 
given  to  Mike,  sneezed;  and,  immediately  after, 
the  ape  sneezed,  too,  very  clumsily  and  with  great 
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difficulty,  yet  a  sneeze  that  very  evidently  was 
copied  from  that  of  Robin  Hood. 

"  Let's  see  if  he'll  shake  hands  like  Robin  Hood," 
exclaimed  Jinks. 

Robin  Hood  shook  hands,  firp+  with  Betty  and 
then  with  Jinks;  and  then  Jinks  took  hold  of  the 
ape's  arm  and  shook  it,  but  there  was  no  response. 
Then,  all  at  once,  after  Robin  Hood  had  repeated 
his  performance  twice,  the  ajie  api)arently  under- 
stood what  was  expected  of  him,  and,  grabbing 
Jinks'  hand,  he  waved  it  up  and  down  rapidly 
and  vigorously. 

Jinks'  eyes  shone  with  excitement.  Here  was  a 
chance  to  show  the  boys  around  here  what  he 
could  do.  None  of  them,  he  just  bet,  had  ever 
had  a  real  live  monkey. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  we'll  do,"  he  -aid  to  Betty. 
"You  know,  there's  going  to  l)e  that  meeting  in 
the  schoolhouse  to-night.  Well,  let's  give  an  exhi- 
!)ition  there,  and  then  we'll  go  into  the  business. 
This'll  be  sort  of  an  advertisement." 

"But  mother'll  be  scared  if  we  stay  away  so 
long,"  protested  Betty. 

Jinks  thought  this  new  fact  over.  *'  Here,  give 
me  your  book."    He  took  Betty's  new  reader,  and 
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while  she  looked  on  somewhat  uneasily,  tore  out 
the  fly-leaf  and  wrote: 
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Dear  Folks: 

Look  for  us  at  the  schoolhouse  to-night.    Big  show! 

Mike,  Simon,  Kobin  Hood,  and  Jinks. 

"That's  what  we'll  call  the  monkey  —  Simon," 
Jinks  finished  with  satisfaction.  "Now,  you  go 
back  to  school  and  write  in  big  letters  on  the  black- 
board about  the  show  to-night.  Then  you  take 
this  letter  home,  and  don't  you  tell  where  I  am. 
Cross  your  heart! " 

Bettj-  crossed  her  heart,  and  readily  agreed  that 
she  "  hoped  to  die." 

"  I'll  stay  here  and  get  Simon  well  trained,  and 
then  you  meet  me  in  Indian  Field  right  away 
after  supper." 

Betty  went  off  reluctantly.  She  had  a  hard  time 
with  her  mother  and  Jinks'  mother,  who  insisted 
on  knowing  where  Jinks  was.  Of  course,  she 
didn't  tell,  but  it  wasn't  very  pleasant.  After 
supper,  with  great  difficulty,  she  managed  to  slip 
away  to  Indian  Field. 

Jinks    greeted    her    jubilantly.     "We're    all 
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ready,"  he  announced;  "Jinks  Patterson,  with  his 
performing  ape,  Simon,  and  his  two  clever  trick 
dogs! " 

Betty  danced  in  glee.  "Oh,  Jinks,  that's 
great!" 

They  waited  outside  the  schoolhouse  in  the 
darkness  until  the  room  was  full.  "We  want 
to  wait  until  everyone  gets  there,"  Jinks 
whispered,  when  Betty  grew  impatient.  Simon 
was  keeping  beautifully  quiet,  although  he 
still  had  tight  hold  of  both  Jinks  and  Robin 
Hood.  Finally,  Jinks  announced  it  was  time 
to  go  in.  Betty  led  the  procession;  then  came 
Mike,  and  after  him,  Simon  clutching  his  two 
prisoners. 

As  they  marched  slowly  up  the  aisle  to  the 
l)latform,  everyone  was  so  astonished  that  there 
was  not  a  sound.  And  then  Jinks'  mother 
screamed!  Startled,  Simon  turned  his  head,  and 
catching  sight  of  a  man  just  entering  the  door, 
released  Robin  Hood  and  Jinks,  but  caught  up 
Betty,  and,  leaping  to  the  bell-rope,  climbed  rap- 
idly up  this  with  hjs  feet  and  one  hand.  The  noise 
of  the  bell,  as  he  swung  on  the  rope,  added  to  the 
wild  clamor. 
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Jinks  started  to  run  up  on  the  platform,  but 
the  man  whom  Simon  had  seen  was  ahead  of  him. 
Under  one  arm  he  held  a  huge  rag  doll  dressed 
like  a  boy,  and  in  the  other  hand  was  a  small 
toy  dog. 

"Here,  Dimples,"  he  shouted,  "come  on  down! 
Here's  your  doll  and  your  dog."  Simon  looked 
long  and  searehingly  at  the  doll  the  man  held  out; 
then,  while  the  whole  room  held  its  breath,  care- 
fully deposited  Betty  on  the  floor,  and  took  the 
doll  under  one  arm  and  the  dog  under  his  other. 
The  man  put  his  arms  gently  upon  the  ape's 
shoulders. 

"  He  wouldn't  harm  anyone.  He's  as  gentle  as 
a  kitten,"  he  said;  but  as  he  led  Dimples  toward 
the  door,  everybody  moved  back  quickly.  "He 
just  caught  up  the  little  girl,  because,  in  the 
moving-picture  company  we're  with,  that's  what 
he  does  in  the  play.  Seeing  me,  reminded  him  of 
it.  Dimples  wouldn't  have  hurt  the  little  boy,  or 
the  dog,  either.  He  always  picks  up  boys  and 
dogs  when  he  can't  find  his  own  rag  ones." 

Jinks  looked  around  quickly.  He  hoped  that 
nobody  had  heard  that.  It  rather  spoiled  his 
adventure.    Then  he  caught  his  father's  eye,  and 
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realized  an  explanation  was  due.  Well,  even 
though  he  did  get  punished,  it  didn't  matter  so 
much,  if  he  was  just  sure  he  had  properly- 
impressed  the  boys. 
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CHAPTER  14 

Capturing  the  Witch 

Jinks  and  Betty  went  immediately  to  the  gar- 
den after  breakfast.  It  was  October  thirty-tirst 
and  Hallowe'en. 

"Well,  have  you  thought  of  anything?"  Jinks 
asked  eagerly. 

"  No."  Betty  shook  her  head  sadly.  "  Nothing 
but  putting  salt  in  the  sugar-bowl,  and  that's  for 
April  Fool's  Day." 

"We  had  a  pumpkin  last  year,"  said  Jinks 
slowly.  "We  ought  to  have  something  new  this 
year." 

"  Let's  go  up  to  our  cave,"  proposed  Betty.  "  We 
can't  plan  anything  here,  with  everybody  calling 
to  us  all  the  time." 

This  cave  of  theirs  was  a  recent  discovery,  and 
quite  a  respectable  cave  it  was,  as  caves  go.  The 
road  back  of  their  house  ran  right  into  the  Sierra 
Madre  mountains,  and  there,  between  the  first  and 
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the  second  mountain,  was  a  noisy  little  brook, 
which,  followed  for  a  certain  distance,  led  you  to 
the  cave.  It  was  not  nearly  so  easily  found  as  this 
seems,  because  if  it  had  been,  Jinks  and  Betty 
would  not  have  adopted  it.  You  had  to  walk  to 
a  certain  point  in  the  stream,  which  was  indicated 
now  by  a  stone  with  a  black  cross  on  it,  then  fifteen 
steps  up  the  side  of  the  far  mountain,  circle  two 
trees,  and  if  no  one  was  looking,  crawl  flat  on 
your  stomach  through  the  thick  underbrush  the 
distance  of  ten  wriggles.  You  were  now  at  the 
mouth  of  the  cave,  which,  beginning  with  a  huge 
open  chamber,  vanished  into  a  pitch-dark,  damp 
little  passageway  with  which,  as  yet,  Jinks  and 
Betty  were  not  fully  acquainted. 

It  was  a  very  obliging  cave,  full  of  all  kinds  of 
mysteries,  so  that  Jinks  and  Betty  and  Robin 
Hood  and  Mike  played  on,  unmindful  of  the  busi- 
ness they  had  come  for,  until  the  sun  was  half 
way  down  the  wrong  side  of  the  sky. 

""WTiy,  Jinks  Patterson!"  Betty  exclaimed, 
finally.  "  It's  awfully  late,  and  we  must  go  home 
this  very  minute." 

They  trudged  the  mile  home  in  silence.  "  Well, 
we'll  just  have  to  make  some  pumpkin  lanterns," 
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Jinks  declared,  as  they  came  in  sight  of  the  bam. 
"  Father  said  last  night  that  on  Hallowe'en  every- 
thing should  go  contrary,  but  I  can't  think  of  any- 
thing interesting  that's  contrary." 

But,  surely,  as  they  came  closer,  there  was 
something  strange  about  the  house. 

"  No  one  seems  to  be  doing  anything,"  exclaimed 
Betty. 

"  Why,  there's  my  mother  and  your  mother  out 
there  in  the  field  on  the  horses,  and  some  one 
funny  following  them  on  old  Sallie,"  said  Jinks, 
puzzled. 

"  Hello,  motherl "  Betty  called. 

"Hello,  child! "  her  mother  called  back,  but  dlJ 
not  turn  her  head. 

"And,  look  I  There's  father  off  in  the  other 
end  of  the  field,  and  he's  riding  wrong  side  to," 
shouted  Jinks  excitedly. 

No  one  paid  any  attention  to  the  children,  and 
the  strange  creature  in  the  rear  moved  her  eyes 
neither  to  the  left  nor  to  the  right. 

As  the  horses  walked  slowly  around  the  field, 
Jinks  and  Betty  followed  along. 

"I  think  the  stranger  is  a  Hallowe'en  witch," 
Betty  whispered  excitedly,  as  they  turned  back 
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to    the     house.      "And     I     think    they're     all 
bewitched." 

"Oh,  shucks!"  said  Jinks,  decidedly.  "There 
aren't  any  witches,  any  more."  But,  nevertheless, 
he  gazed  a  lonj:  time  at  that  strange  figure  on  the 
horse.  She  was  short,  and  what  one  could  see  of 
her  face  under  her  wide-brimmed,  high-peaked  hat 
was  a  deep  brown  color.  Her  shoes  were  long 
and  pointed,  and  stuck  out  ridiculously  from  the 
horse's  sides.  The  Mother  Hubbard  gown  she 
wore  had  a  short  coat  over  it  belted  in  at  the 
waist. 

"  She's  holding  a  broom,  too,"  Betty  added  in  a 
frightened  whisper. 

"  We'll  get  mother  alone,  and  ask  her  why  she 
doesn't  send  her  away,"  Jinks  declared  stoutly. 

But  the  witch  followed  so  close  on  the  heels  of 
the  two  mothers  that  there  was  no  opportunity. 
Finally,  Betty's  mother  went  on  aliead,  and  Jinks 
ran  up  to  her.  "  ^Vho  is  that  witch,  and  why  does 
she  follow  you  around  ?  "  he  asked  hastily. 

"I  see  no  witch,"  Mrs.  Ramsey  answered 
calmly,  looking  around. 

"But  look  at  her,  mother!"  Betty  said,  impo- 
litely pointing  at  the  witch. 
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"  I  see  Jinks'  mother,"  she  declared. 

"Oh,  mother  I"  Betty  exclaimed. 

"  Aren't  we  going  to  have  any  supper?  "  Jinks 
asked  desperately. 

"Mayhap,  when  the  moon  doth  rise,  and  you 
do  get  it,"  Mrs.  Ramsey  answered,  w, 'hout 
looking  at  him. 

"  They're  all  crazy,"  Jinks  declared.  "  Let's  go 
and  get  something  to  eat." 

But  when  they  turned  away,  the  witch  slipped 
down  off  her  horse  and  followed  them.  Jinks  took 
Betty's  hand,  and  they  walked  faster  and  faster, 
but  they  could  not  escape.  The  witch  almost 
walked  over  them  at  every  step. 

"Jinks,"  whispered  Betty  in  an  agonized  whis- 
per, "what  shall  we  do?"  Even  Robin  Hood 
viewed  the  interloper  with  suspicion,  and  kept  at 
a  safe  distance. 

Jinks  shook  his  head. 

On  the  porch  Jinks'  father  was  reading,  not  in 
the  shade,  but  out  in  the  hot  sun,  and  instead  of 
sitting  in  orthodox  fashion  with  his  face  to  the 
road,  he  had  his  back  turned.  Jinks  gave  forth  a 
sound  that  was  almost  a  groan.  "Betty,  he's 
reading  his  book  upside  down." 
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Just  then  the  witch  slipped  past  them  and 
stalked  up  the  steps  to  the  porch,  balancing  her 
broom  airily  in  one  hand.    At  her  touch  Jinks' 


They  walked  batkimids  dunn  the  fttcps. 

father  rose  hastily.  The  witch  slipped  her  arm 
through  his,  whipped  a  hand-mirror  out  from  a 
capacious  pocket,  and  before  the  horrified  eyes  of 
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Jinks   and    Betty   and    the    dogs,    they    walked 
backwards  down  the  steps. 

Jinks  and  Betty  waited  to  see  no  more,  but  ran 
to  the  safety  of  the  barn. 

"Isn't  it  horrible?"  moaned  Betty. 

"  We  must  do  something  right  away,"  declared 
Jinks.  "We  nmst  rescue  them  from  this 
enchantment." 

"If  we  could  only  get  the  witch  away!"  Betty 
drew  Jinks'  head  down  to  whisper  to  him:  "  We 
could  capture  her  and  hide  her  in  the  cave." 

"Yes,  we  must  do  it;  there's  no  telling  what 
may  happen  to  them  if  we  don't  rescue  them." 
Jinks  felt  better,  now  that  there  was  such  an 
interesting  project  on  foot,  but  Betty's  lips  still 
quivered. 

"I'll  hitch  up  the  horse  and  wagon;  and  you 
got  the  clothes-line  from  the  laundry,  if  you  can 
get  past  the  witch,"  he  commanded  energetically. 

Betty  Hew  out,  found  the  line,  and  was  l>ack 
safely  in  two  minutes. 

"The  witch  is  out  there  alone,"  she  reported. 
"Perhaps  we  can  catch  her  now!" 

How  they  were  to  get  her  into  the  wagon  trou- 
bled Jinks  for  a  minute,  and  tlien  a  plan  tame  to 
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him.    "  She'll  probably  follow  us  into  the  wagon," 
he  announced,  "and  then  I'll  tie  her." 

The  plan  worked  beautifully,  the  witch  clam- 
bering over  the  back  of  the  wagon  right  after 
Betty.  Quick  as  lightning.  Jinks  slipped  over 
her  waist  a  noose  of  the  rope,  made  with  a  slip- 
knot, and  secured  the  other  end  to  one  of  the 
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shafts,  Mike  and  Kobin  Hood  standing  on  either 
side  of  him  as  if  for  a  guard. 

The  witch  made  a  move  as  if  to  speak,  and  then 
cheeked  herself.  "Put  your  hands  back  there," 
Jinks  said  in  as  big  a  voice  as  he  could  manage, 
"  or  I'll  squeeze  the  knot  up  into  you."  The  witch 
docilely  put  her  hands  behind  her  back.  Then 
Jinks  did  the  same  with  her  feet,  although  she 
kicked  a  little  there.  But  Jinks  was  strong,  and 
Betty  helped. 

They  drove  in  silence  up  to  the  mountains, 
skirted  the  first  one,  and  went  u\)  the  bed  of  the 
stream  to  the  marked  stone. 

Betty  and  Jinks  conferred  in  whispers.  "  She's 
too  heavy  to  carry  up,"  was  Betty's  decision. 
"We'll  have  to  drive  right  up  over  the  bushes 
into  the  cave." 

Jinks  agreed,  and  although  the  horse  demurred, 
the  wagon  tipped  perilously,  and  the  witch 
screamed  a  good  many  times,  they  finally  man- 
aged it. 

When  they  found  themselves  in  the  cool  dark- 
ness of  the  cave.  Jinks  seized  Betty's  hand  hastily. 
"  Let's  get  out  of  jiere.  'Tisn't  safe  to  be  in  here 
alone  with  her.    We'll  leave  her  in  the  wagon  and 
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just  unhitch  the  horse."  Desi)ite  himself,  his 
fingers  trembled  as  he  fumblingly  slii)pe(l  the 
harness  off  the  horse. 

As  they  started  hurriedly  out  they  heard  the 
witch  say  softly: 

"I  don't  like  to  he  left  all  alone  in  this  dark 
cave." 

Jinks  drasp^cd  Betty  Inirriedly  out  after  him. 
And,  yet,  that  voice,  somehow,  had  a  familiar 
ring.  When  they  were  out  in  the  open  again, 
they  l)oth  got  on  the  horse  and  ra<'ed  madly  for 
home,  Mike  and  Rohin  Hood  boundiiig  on  ahead 
barking  loudly. 

They  found  everybody  gathered  at  tlie  door  of 
the  barn.  "You're  all  right,  now;  you  needn't 
be  afraid.  We've  got  rid  of  the  witch,"  Jinks 
shouted. 

There  was  a  long  silenee,  and  then  Jinks'  father 
burst  out  laughing.  "  That's  your  Aunt  Winnie, 
my  !)oy,  and  if  you've  im]»risoned  her  somewhere, 
you'd  l)etter  get  her  out  right  away,  or  she'll  get 
even  with  you  by  playing  some  more  tricks  on 
you." 

"But,  mother,"  —  even  now  Betty's  lips  quiv- 
ered—  "you  seemed  so  different." 
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Didn't  I  tell  you,  Betty,  that  on  Hallowe'en 
tilings  went  by  contraries?" 

At  last,  Betty  smiled.  "Jinks,  we  did  do 
something  else  than  make  pumpkins." 

Then  she  put  her  arm  around  her  mother. 
"But  I  don't  think  I  like  it  when  you  play 
Hallowe'en,  too,  mother." 
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The  Elopement  of  Merrylegs 

"  I  don't  care.  I  think  you're  just  as  horrid  as 
you  can  be  to  go  without  me.  I'm  mad  at  you, 
and  I  won't  ever  speak  to  you  again."  Betty 
turned  hastily  away  to  hide  the  very  undignified 
trembling  of  her  lips.  "I  know  something  you 
don't  know,  anyway;  and  you'd  be  very  glad  to 
know  it,"  she  called  back  over  her  shoulder. 

Jinks  shouted  after  her  in  a  tone  of  superiority: 
"You're  only  a  girl,  anyway.  Girls  can't  go 
places  with  men.  I  don't  care  about  what  you 
know;  I'm  going  up  into  the  mountains  for  wood." 

Betty  did  not  deign  to  reply  to  this  sweeping 
accusation;  but  from  the  shelter  of  the  big  grape- 
vine she  watched  Jinks  and  her  father  and  Mr. 
Patterson  drive  off  toward  the  mountains  in  a 
wagon.  Then  she  looked  aiound  disconsolately. 
There  wasn't  a  single  thing  she  wanted  to  do.  She 
might  have  played  house  if  Robin  Hood  hadn't 
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oaten  Piiikio,  the  last  of  her  doll  family,  the  aay 
before.  "1  just  wish  I  knew  something-  to  do  to 
jjet  into  mischietV'  she  said  aloud.  "  Mother  could 
have  made  them  take  me  if  she'd  wanted  to. 

"  You  iieedn't  sniff  so  loud,  either,  Robin  ITood," 
she  called  crossly.    "  I  hate  to  hear  anyone  sniff." 

But,  suddenly,  the  sijjniticance  of  Ro])in  Hood's 
j)uffs  aroused  her  interest.  "  He's  sm^Uinj^  Jinks' 
new  iwny,"  she  thought.  "  I  wish  I'd  told  Jinks 
about  him.  I  don't  care  if  it  was  to  be  a  suri)rise. 
Perhaps  he'd  have  stayed  home,  then.  I  think 
I'll  go  in  and  look  at  him.  He'll  be  some  company, 
anyway."  She  brought  a  box  and  climbed  up  to 
the  nail  where  she  had  seen  ^Vlr.  Patterson  put 
the  key.  \Mien  she  oj>ened  the  door  she  gave  a 
little  cry  of  astonisliment  at  the  fat,  jolly-looking 
pony,  so  nuich  bigger  than  Betty  had  expected. 
He  even  had  a  name-plate  over  his  stall,  on  which 
was  i>ainted  the  name  "  jNferrylegs."  Robin  Hood 
smelled  at  the  jiony's  heels  and  Betty  cautiously 
patted  his  side.  The  new  saddle  hung  on  the 
opposite  wall,  and,  after  a  moment's  hesitation, 
Betty  sti'aii})ed  it  on  the  pony. 

"  I  think  I'll  get  on  you  for  just  a  moment, 
^ferrylegs,"  she  said,  and,  as  Aft'rrylegs  seemed  to 
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take  this  anuoimeement  in  a  friendly  spirit,  she 
climbed  on  his  back.  Without  further  eueourage- 
nient,  Menylegs  backed  out  of  his  stall,  and,  while 
Betty  did  not  know  whether  to  be  delijjhted  or 
afraid,  started  for  the  door.    But  in  l)endinj2^  over 
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to  avoid  being  twisted  off  the  saddle,  when  he 
went  through  the  door,  the  bridle  slipped  out  of 
her  hand.  Merrylegs  gave  a  long  sigh  of  relief 
as  he  breathed  in  the  outdoor  air,  and  then,  with 
a  snort,  he  was  off.  Betty  grabbed  his  neck  in 
teiior.    Every  leap  he  took  nearly  shook  her  oii. 

"Mother!  Mother!"  she  cried,  but  Merrv^  'x 
was  off  for  the  open  country,  and  the  hous"  .s 
even  now  a  whole  field  away.  She  heard  .-,  .j  ;  i- 
noise  and  looked  down.  There  was  Robi"  Hon  i 
holding  on  to  the  fallen  bridle  with  his  teeii'  .nv. 
thumping  up  against  the  pony  with  every  stndo. 

Betty's  face  went  whiter  still.  "Oh,  Robin 
Hood  Ramsey,"  she  wailed,  "you'll  be  killed, 
too!"  She  took  a  fresh  grip  around  Merrylegs' 
neck  and  dug  her  heels  into  his  sides  in  a  vain 
attempt  to  make  him  stop. 

"  Aferrylegs,  you'd  better  stop  this  very  minute, 
or  you'll  be  sold  right  back.  They  thought  you 
were  a  gentle  pony  or  they  would  never  have 
taken  you,"  she  gasped  out.  Merrylegs  put  his 
ears  back  to  hear  what  Betty  was  saying,  but  he 
showed  no  signs  of  slowing  up.  And  then  Betty 
screamed:  "Oh,  dear,  there  goes  Robin  Hood. 
He's  fallen  off."     But  she  did  not  dare  to  look 
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around  to  see  '-'.at  had  happened  to  him.  Her 
saddle  was  shpping,  and  she  expected  every 
minute  to  find  herself  on  the  ground. 

"  Oh,  I  wish  I  hadn't  been  so  horrid  and  cross 
and  selfish  to  Jinks,"  she  thought.  "  Perhaps  I'm 
being  punished."  Merrylegs  had  long  since  aban- 
doned the  fields  he  had  first  selected,  and  had 
been  traveling  along  the  highway,  but  now  he 
turned  abruptly  into  a  smaller,  sandier  lane 
leading  off  across  the  valley  and  dropped  back  into 
a  trot. 

"You  let  me  get  off  this  minute,  Merrylegs 
Patterson.  I've  got  to  go  back  for  my  poor  little 
Robin  Hood  that  you've  probably  killed." 

But  Merrylegs  trotted  urbanely  on,  occasion- 
ally walking  for  half  a  mile  or  more,  and  even 
stopping  for  a  nibble  of  dried  grass,  })ut  always 
quickening  his  pace  when  Betty  made  any  move- 
ment to  slide  off.  Finally  Betty  espied  a  ranch 
through  the  trees.  She  sighed  with  relief.  "I'll 
scream  when  I  go  by  and  perhaps  they'll  come  to 
get  me." 

At  the  road  leading  to  the  house,  Merrylegs 
turned  in  and  swept  briskly  around  to  the  barn, 
where  he  stopped. 
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Betty  slid  down  witliout  a  seeond's  hesitation, 
and  immediately  Merrylejis  took  liold  of  her  dress 
with  his  teeth  and  tried  to  pull  her  toward  the 
closed  hain-door. 

Xot  a  sinj^le  human  heinji:  in  sijiht!  She  i)eeked 
in  at  tlie  windows  and  tried  the  haek  door  jyently. 
hut  tlie  place  was  completely  deserted.    It  wasn't 
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sucli  a  relief,  after  all.  Here  she  was,  miles  awav 
from  home,  alone  with  a  nauj-hty  pony,  with  noth- 
ing to  eat,  and  not  the  faintest  idea  of  how  to  get 
home. 

"  I  suppose  you  eame  back  because  this  is  where 
you  used  to  live,  Merrylegs,  but  you  needn't  have 
brought  me,"  she  declared.  Then  the  grass  moved 
beside  her,  and  Hobin  Hood,  dusty,  limping,  and 
very  tired,  emerged. 

Betty  dropped  on  the  ground  beside  him  and 
put  lier  arms  aroimd  him.  Seeing  him,  someliow 
brought  lier  nearer  home.  But  she  had  to  do  some- 
thing. She  couldn't  just  stay  here.  How  she 
wislied  that  Jinks  were  with  her,  and  then  she 
remembered  hastily  that  she  was  never  going  to 
speak  to  .links  again.  It  was  an  unhappy  world, 
anyway.  Even  home  wasn't  a  nice  place  when 
jmnishment  for  paying  Merryleus  a  foibiddcu 
visit  awaited  one.  Betty  wearily  went  over  to 
tlu'  pony:  "  Xow,  Afeiryleus  Patterson,  you've 
been  a  very  Jiaughty  pony  —  nnich  naughtier  than 
I've  been,  and  I'm  going  to  tell  my  fathei-  so.  too. 
You've  \*K^\  to  take  m<«  light  home  this  minute,  of 
you'll  be  ]>unished."  She  put  her  head  against 
his  wann  neck  for  a  moment  and  cried  just  n  wee 
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bit.    The  jiony's  i»light  reminded  her  of  her  own 
troul)Ie. 

Then,  picking  up  his  bridle,  she  led  him  down 
the  path  to  the  road.  Riding  him  was  too  uncer- 
tain a  matter.  She  wouldn't  risk  it  again.  With 
Robin  Hood  on  one  side  of  him,  and  Betty  on  the 
other,  Merrylegs  strolled  peacefully  on,  not  a  bit 
in  a  hurry  now  that  his  companions  were  so 
anxious  to  pro(  eed.  Every  clump  of  grass  ho  saw 
he  stopped  to  i.iste,  although  Betty  tugged  at  his 
bridle  with  all  her  strength. 

loiter  and  later  it  grew,  and  still  no  familiar 
hindmarkr,  api)eared.  "Oh,  Merrylegs,"  Betty 
cried  finally,  "1  d(«i't  believe  you  know  at  all 
where  you're  taking  us."  They  had  been  of¥  the 
road  for  a  long  time  now,  and  were  wanderinjr 
acmss  the  cacti-dotted  valley.  The  sun  was  fast 
slipping  over  the  horizon,  and  bv  the  time  thev 
rea«hed  the  live  oak  tree  which  Merrylegs  had 
seemed  to  be  aiming  for,  the  black  ralifornia 
<larkiiess  of  night,  whi<'h  descends  so  quickly  in 
the  Pacific  States,  was  upon  them. 

Betty  gathered  up  Robin  Hood.  "I'm  so 
scared!"  she  whisjiered.  The  pony  was  standing 
still  now,  and  she  srjueezed  up  as  close  as  possible 
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to  him.  "  Merry] offs,  we're  lost  and  you  don't 
know  the  least  bit  more  where  we  are  than  I  do 
myself." 


Mtinjhtjii,  tic'iv  lo.st." 


Normally,  Betty  was  not  afraid  of  the  dark,  hut 
this  terrible  inky  blackness  where  she  could  not 
even  see  her  feet,  'wa\  j»fT  in  the  mu\st  of  a  lonely 
country,  fuade  her  forjjjet  that  Jinks  had  a  vast 
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contempt  for  girl  ery-babies.  She  finally  lay 
down  on  the  i^round,  with  Kobin  Hood  cuddled 
close  to  her,  and  fell  fast  asleep. 

The  next  thini;  she  heard  was  a  confused  mur- 
mur of  sounds  and  a  voice  stranjijely  like  Jinks' 
whispering  in  her  ear,  "  Betty,  it  would  have  been 
nuich  nicer  if  you  had  been  along,  and  I  brought 
you  a  bag  of  candy  from  the  store." 

Betty  opened  her  eyes.  It  was  morning  again, 
and  there  was  Jinks,  and  there  was  her  father 
with  the  wagon,  and  he  didn't  look  a  bit  cross. 

"And,  Betty,"  Jinks  added  eagerly,  "Til  give 
vou  half  of  Merrvlei;s." 

TTnder  ordinary  conditions  Betty  would  have 
ref)lied,  "  I  don't  want  half  of  such  a  naughty 
pony,"  but  now  she  merely  slipped  her  hand  inside 
of  Jinks'  and  whispered  sweetly,  "  It's  very  nice 
to  be  made  up  again,  even  though  it  did  take  such 
a  lot  of  trouble." 
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An  Interrupted  Adventure 

Betty  gazed  forlornly  at  Jinks.  "  Tt  isn't  fair. 
I  don't  want  you  to  jio  away." 

Jinks  j^azed  hack  with  equal  soherness,  and 
kicked  at  the  inoffensive  i)orch  step.  "  J  don't 
want  to  go  to  any  old  grandmother's,  eithei." 

"Nothing  will  he  any  fun  here  at  all,"  Betty 
<ontinued  sulkily. 

P'or  the  week  that  Jinks  had  known  he  was  to 
go  hack  East  with  his  father  and  sj)end  a  month 
with  his  grandmother,  he  had  heen  parading  his 
importance  hefore  the  neighhorhood,  hut  now  that 
the  time  had  arrived  and  that  wry  night  he  was 
to  leave,  staying  with  Betty  seemed  far  nicer. 
"Tf  1  wasn't  here,  I  couldn't  go,"  he  said 
thoughtfully. 

Betty  looked  up  with  hope  in  her  eyes. 
'Slinks!"  she  exclaimed,  "let's  run  away." 

Jinks  put   his  linger  on  his  lips  and   ti|»toed 
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around  the  porch.    "  Hi  —  TJobin  Hood!    Hi,  there, 
Mike!"  he  called  softlv. 

Betty  tiptoed  around  after  him.  "  I'll  get  my 
wagon  and  my  shawl  strap,"  she  whisi)ered,  "  to 
carry  blankets  and  things." 

"  You'd  better  start  up  the  road  with  it  emj^ty, 
then,  so  that  mother  won't  think  anything  about 
it.  I'll  see  if  I  can  get  the  things  out  of  the 
house  and  come  along  afterwards."  .links  looked 
happy  again,  for  the  first  tinu'  in  half  an  hour. 

Betty  walked  obediently  up  the  roa<l,  and,  fif- 
teen minutes  later,  Jinks  joiiUMl  her,  empty- 
handed.  "  I  couldn't  get  a  thing,"  he  annomued 
breathlessly.  "Mother  was  moving  around  too 
nuM'h." 

"  Oh,  well,  I  don't  care,"  Betty  answered  cheer- 
fully. "  We  can  find  oranges,  or  berries,  or  some- 
thing to  eat  —  and,  anyway,  you  won't  have  to  go 
to  your  grandmother's." 

F'or  half  an  hour  they  tramped  ahead  steadily, 
until  now  the  foothills  of  the  mountains  were 
before  them.     Betty  looked  doubtfully  at  Jinks. 

"Yes,"  he  said  solenudy,  "T  thiid<  we  ought 
to  go  up  in  the  mountains,  it'll  Im'  harder  for 
them  to  find  us  up  ther<'." 
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Gradually  the  road  grew  steeper  and  steeper 
until  all  four  were  panting.  Robin  Hood,  dis- 
couraged, sat  down  heavily  at  the  side  of  the 
road.  "  He  wants  a  drink,  and  so  do  1,"  announced 
Betty.  She  gazed  around  inquiringly.  Far  down 
below  them  was  the  tiny  Sing-Song  Stream,  but 
that  promised  nothing  for  Betty,  since  both  she 
and  Jinks  had  i)roniised  their  mothers  never  to 
drink  any  water  out  of  the  stream  for  fear  it 
might  not  be  pure. 

Then  Jinks  gave  a  shout.  "  Look,  Betty,  over 
there  on  the  other  bank.  There's  two  orange 
trees,  and  they've  got  oranges  (m  them.  They'll 
stop  you  froni  being  thirsty." 

Betty  pursed  up  her  lips.  "  My,  but  they'll  be 
good." 

Jinks  hesitated.  "But  do  you  tliink  you  can 
get  over  there?"  he  asked. 

"Why,  Jinks  Patterson,  of  oourse  T  could," 
Betty  declared  indignantly.  "Just  exactly  as 
well  as  you  could."  It  was  always  most  annoy- 
ing of  Jinks  to  suggest,  as  he  sometimes  <lid,  that 
she  couldn't  do  as  many  things  as  he  could. 

Jinks  tied  the  shawl  strap  to  the  tongue  of  the 
wagon,  and  the  other  end  around  his  waist  so  that 
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he  wouUln't  nood  to  hold  the  wagon  on  the  way 
down.  Then  they  started,  first  -links,  then  Mike, 
then  Betty.  Robin  Hood,  alone,  stood  hesitating 
on  the  trail.  Because  of  the  steepness  of  the  sloi>e 
and  tlie  scarcity  of  roots  and  branches  to  hold  to, 
they  had  to  go  down  ba^^kwards  and  on  their 
hands  and  knees,  but  they  finally  reached  the  bed 
of  the  river,  Betty  with  a  long  rent  in  lier  dress 
and  Jinks  with  both  knees  gone  out  of  his 
stockings. 

Mike  had  come  down  easily,  but  Robin  Hood 
still  stood  np  above.  When  he  saw  the  others 
starting  for  the  natural  bridge  of  stone,  a  little 
farther  along,  he  gave  a  long  howl,  and  sitting 
down,  began  to  slide.  He  was  soon  rolling  over 
and  over,  and  every  time  he  hit  anything,  he 
iiowled.  Betty  expected  to  see  him  land  in  pieces, 
l>ut,  once  at  the  bottom,  he  picked  himself  up 
slowly,  looked  himself  all  over,  shook  himself,  and 
barked  i>roudly. 

Jinks  laughed.  "  That  wasn't  a  ])it  of  a  stunt, 
Robin  Hood.    Any  dog  could  do  that." 

But  Robin  Hood  did  not  care  what  Jinks  said. 
He  was  dow!i,  and  very  proud  of  it.  He  ran  on 
ahead  joyously. 
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\cross  the  river,  it  was  not  so  diflfieult  getting 
up  the  other  bank  as  it  had  been  coming  down,  so 
that  they  were  soon  standing  on  level  ground 
again.  "  It's  mighty  funny  to  have  orange  trees 
out  here  in  the  mountains,"  Jinks  began,  but 
hardly  were  the  words  out  of  his  mouth,  when 
there  was  a  terrifying  growl,  and  a  huge  black 
dog  ran  out  of  the  shrubbery.  The  dog  did  not 
jump  for  Jinks,  but  he  ran  'round  and  'round  as 
if  only  waiting  for  a  favorable  opportunity  to 
leap  on  him.  Jinks  stood  paralyzed.  Mike  was  off 
foraging  somewhere,  but  Robin  Hood,  although 
he  was  about  one-fourth  the  size  of  the  stranger 
dog,  suddenly  sprang  for  him.  Catching  him  by 
the  throat,  he  held  on  desperately,  even  though 
the  black  dog  tossed  him  every  way  in  the  effort 
to  be  rid  of  him.  Betty  picked  up  a  stick  to  go  to 
Robin  Hood's  aid,  but  Jinks  called  out  wamingly: 

"  Don't  do  that,  Betty.  He's  liable  to  jump  at 
you  if  you  hit  him." 

"Oh,  but  Jinks,  he  is  —  "  She  did  not  finish, 
for,  just  then  Mike  appeared,  and  after  standing 
still  in  amazement  for  a  moment,  joined  in  the 
fray.  Instead,  however,  of  attacking  the  black 
dog,   he   knocked   Robin   Hood   loose,   and   then 
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proceeded   to  make   friends   with   the   stranger. 

Robin  Hood  backed  away  in  surprise,  and  then, 
when  he  saw  Mike  lick  the  other  dog's  face,  he 
turned  sulkily  away. 

"  Robin  Hood's  jealous,"  Jinks  shouted  in  glee. 

"Come    here,   you    foolish    little    dog,"    called 


"  Bobin  Hood's  jvaloua,"  JinLi  shouted. 


Betty,  but  Robin  Hood  would  not  even  hear  her. 
He  circled  around  Mike  and  the  black  dog,  regard- 
ing them  solemnly.  Slowly,  he  came  closer  and 
closer  until,  at  a  moment  when  Mike  was  looking 
in  another  direction,  he  nabbed  the  black  dog's 
hind  leg.    The  dog  snarled  in  return,  but  did  not 
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run  after  Robin  Hood,  who  had  immediately 
retired  behind  a  tree.  Robin  Hood  growled  out 
his  disapproval  to  Mike,  who  paid  no  attention  to 
him,  and  then  he  nabbed  the  dog's  leg  again. 

This  time  something  happened.  The  stranger 
dog  made  an  avenging  leap,  Robin  Hood  howled, 
and  Mike  barked  until  Betty  put  her  fingers  to 
her  ears.  Robin  Hood  and  the  stranger  rolled 
over  and  over  on  the  ground,  and  when  the  black 
dog  came  upper-most  Mike  jumped  on  him.  They 
were  now  one  confused  mass,  which  gradually 
moved  closer  and  closer  to  the  edge  of  the  embank- 
ment, and  then  —  they  disappeared. 

"Betty,  Betty,"  Jinks  wailed.  "They've  gone 
over." 

"Oh,  Jinks,"  Betty  whispered.  The  two  of 
them  looked  over  the  cliff,  and  through  the 
eclipsing  tops  of  the  trees  they  could  see  a  little 
moving  mass  below.  Without  a  word  they  started 
down.  Betty  fell  most  of  the  way,  but  that  hardly 
mattered,  since  it  achieved  the  puri)ose  of  getting 
her  to  the  bottom  first.  Mike  was  lying  down, 
crying  pitifully  under  his  breath,  while  the 
strange  dog  was  licking  his  ears,  and  Rol)in  Hood 
his  face. 
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Wherever  they  touched  him,  Mike  whimpered, 
but  the  only  place  where  he  seemed  to  be  seriously 
injured  was  his  leg,  and  that,  even  Betty  could 
see,  was  broken. 

"Oh,  will  he  get  well?"  she  cried. 

"Of  course  he  will,"  Jinks  declared  stoutly. 
"  I  didn't  die  when  my  leg  was  broken.  You  run 
across  those  hills,  and  I'll  run  this  way.  We  must 
get  help  for  Mike  right  away." 

Betty  ran  as  fast  as  she  could  in  the  direction 
of  the  orange  trees,  and  after  she  had  scrambled 
up  and  down  a  half  dozen  stubborn  hills,  all  of 
them  covered  with  grape  vines,  she  saw  a  little 
cabin. 

"Hil"  she  shouted,  with  her  last  bit  of  breath. 
"  Come  here,  quick!    Help!  " 

A  man  came  out  of  the  cabin,  and  shading  his 
eyes  with  his  hand,  looked  at  her  curiously. 

"  Quick! "  she  called,  beckoning,  but  he  still  only 
looked  at  her  and  shook  his  head.  Now  that  Betty 
had  come  closer,  she  saw  that  he  was  an  Italian 
and  probably  could  not  understand  English.  She 
took  hold  of  his  sleeve  and  tried  to  pull  him.  Then 
she  waved  her  arms  in  the  air  in  a  vain  endeavor 
to  express  the  dreadful  fight  that  had  been  going 
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on.  It  was  dreadful  to  make  Mike  wait  this  way. 
Finally,  she  thought  of  barking  like  a  dog.  Then 
a  slow  smile  spread  over  the  Italian's  face,  and 
he  nodded  his  head.    Betty  took  hold  of  his  hand 


The  Italian  picked  Mike  up  carefully. 

and  led  him  across  the  arduous  path  by  which 
she  had  come. 

When  the  Italian  reached  Mike,  he  picked  him 
up  carefully,  and  deposited  him  on  a  soft  grassy 
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plot  a  little  farther  down.  Then  he  signed  to 
Jinks  and  Betty  to  hold  him  still,  and  he  departed 
up  the  slope  again.  A  few  minutes  later  he  was 
back  with  a  wheelbarrow,  two  long  smooth  sticks, 
and  an  old  torn  blue  shirt. 

Jinks  held  Mike's  head,  and  Betty  buried  her 
face  in  Robin  Hood's  neck  while  the  man  took 
hold  of  Mike's  leg.  In  a  second  the  bone  had  been 
pulled  into  place  again,  and  Mike  had  only  given 
one  short,  sharp  howl. 

Robin  Hood's  tail  was  drooping  and  his  head 
liung.  "  You  can  see,  Robin  Hood,  just  what  hap- 
pens when  you're  horrid  and  jealous.  I'm  never 
again  going  to  be  jealous  of  Jinks,"  declared 
Betty. 

In  fifteen  minutes,  Mike's  leg  was  standing  out 
stiff  from  his  body  and  was  only  visible  as  a  mass 
of  blue  bandages.  He  had  even  recovered  suffi- 
ciently to  be  anxious  to  lick  the  Italian's  hands. 
Jinks  and  Betty  covered  the  bottom  of  the  wheel- 
barrow with  old  grass  and  leaves,  and  3  Tike  was 
lifted  in. 

Jinks  looked  at  Betty,  and  Betty  looked  at 
Jinks.  Then  Betty  spoke  slowly.  "  Of  course  we 
must  go  home!" 
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"That'll  mean  I'll  have  to  go  to  my  grand- 
mother's/' asserted  Jinks. 

Betty  patted  Mike's  head.  "Well,  I  suppose 
that's  better  than  not  being  nice  to  Mike." 

Jinks  started  determinedly  down  the  road  to 
lead  the  way  for  the  Italian  to  follow  with  Mike 


liobin  Hood's  head  hung. 

in  the  wheelbarrow.  "  Of  course  we  must  go,"  he 
called  back.  "  Mike'd  never  desert  us  if  we  were 
hurt." 

The  sun  had  long  since  disappeared  wlien  the 
strange  procession  reached  the  house.  Both 
mothers  ran  up  the  road  to  meet  them.    Mr.  Pat- 
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terson  and  Mr.  Ramsey  were  out  searching  for 
the  two  runaways. 

"Why,  Jinks,  where  have  yoii  been?"  his 
mother  demanded.  "Don't  you  know  the  train 
goes  at  ten  o'clock  to-night?" 

Jinks'  eyes  dropped.  "I  didn't  want  to  go 
without  Betty.  We  were  running  away.  And 
then  Mike  l)roke  his  leg." 

Betty's  mother  interrupted.  "  And  that  is  why 
you  came  hack?" 

He  nodded,  and  the  two  mothers  exchanged 
glances. 

Just  then  the  two  fathers  came  up  the  road  on 
their  horses,  and  the  Italian  had  to  be  introduced 
and  the  accident  described  again. 

Betty  ran  into  her  mother's  arms  and  began  to 
cry.  "Oh,  mother,  I'll  be  so  lonesome  without 
Jinks." 

Mrs.  Patterson  kissed  her.  "But,  Betty,  dear, 
we  have  a  surprise  for  you." 

Betty  looked  up  quickly. 

"  You  are  going,  too,"  her  mother  announced. 

"Mother!    "NFother!    Not  really?"  Betty  cried. 

Her  mother  nodded.  Betty's  tears  were  for- 
gotten in  an  instant.    "  Oh,  Jinks,  do  you  remem- 
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ber  that  funny  old  bam  where  we  slid  down  the 
hay  into  the  cow's  feeding  trough?"  She  was  so 
excited  she  could  hardly  speak. 

Mr.  Patterson  smiled,  too,  as  he  looked  at  Jinks' 
and  Betty's  happy  faces.  "It  was  very  naughty 
of  you  to  run  away  and  make  us  so  anxious,  you 
know,  but  since  you  were  unselfish  enough  to 
come  back  with  Mike,  I  suppose  you  deserve  the 
treat,  anyway." 

"Oh,  daddy!"  Jinks  cried  gratefully.  And 
then,  with  a  wild  whoop,  he  and  Betty  were  off 
to  the  house  to  collect  the  things  they  wanted  to 
take  with  them,  and  to  talk  over  all  the  interesting 
things  they  were  going  to  do,  once  they  were  at 
his  grandmother's. 
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